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A Single Man
CHRISTOPHER ISHERWOOD [1964]

This is an American novel in that it was writtgnlbherwood after he had taken
US nationality. American critics felt that it wa®atish novel. One could spend many
pages pondering what makes a book with an Amese#ting specifically British. The
hero George? He has an English background, bt & much a naturalized American as
his creator (whom he much resembles). It must beefuing to do with the style --
delicate, elusive and allusive, unbrutal, not htailer. | do not like the division of the
novel in English into national entities. This ifiree brief novel in the Anglophone
tradition, whatever that means.

A Single Man has been termed a novel of the hom@desubculture. George has
known a long loving attachment to a man who is nlead. He lives alone and we are
given a day in his life. He is fifty-eight, a leotw in a Californian college (we see him
teaching, very amusingly, Huxley's After Many a Soiemn). He is charming, liberal, a not
very vocal upholder of minority rights. His own hosexuality is subsumed in other
assailed minority situations. He tells his studéhéd "a minority is only thought of as a
minority when it constitutes some kind of threathie majority, real or imaginary. And
no threat is ever quite imaginary. . . minorities people; people, not angels." But he
seems a threat to nobody -- withdrawn, refined,abstympathy with American
philistinism and brashness, a man who has logeaisreason for living. He belongs to
that majority (or is it a minority?) called theilng, and living means getting through the
day. His day is absorbing to the reader, thoughingtreally happens. He ends up drunk
in bed, masturbating. He has a lively vision oftdearemarkably described: the silting
up of the arteries, the tired heart, the lightsarisciousness starting to go out. He goes to
sleep; the day is over. To make us fascinated thidheveryday non-events of an ordinary
life was Joyce's great achievement. But here ther@o Joycean tricks to exalt mock-
epically the banal. It is a fine piece of plaintmg which haunts the memory.

---- Anthony Burgess, 99 Novels: The Best iigksh Since 1939



A Single Man (1964)
by Christopher Isherwood
To Gore Vidal

WAKING up begins with saying am and now. Thaich has awoken then lies for a
while staring up at the ceiling and down into itsadtil it has recognized I, and therefrom
deduced | am, | am now. Here comes next, andl&asat negatively reassuring; because
here, this morning, is where it has expected td iiself: what's called at home.

But now isn't simply now. Now is also a cotaninder: one whole day later than
yesterday, one year later than last year. Everyisdabeled with its date, rendering all
past nows obsolete, until—later or sooner —perhaps-rot perhaps—quite certainly: it
will come.

Fear tweaks the vagus nerve. A sickish shmgpnkiom what waits, somewhere out
there, dead ahead.

But meanwhile the cortex, that grim disciptiaa, has taken its place at the central
controls and has been testing them, one after andtie legs stretch, the lower back is
arched, the fingers clench and relax. And now, tiverentire intercommunication
system, is issued the first general order of the d#&.

Obediently the body levers itself out of bed#reing from twinges in the arthritic
thumbs and the left knee, mildly nauseated by therps in a state of spasm—and
shambles naked into the bathroom, where its bladdanptied and it is weighed: still a
bit over 150 pounds, in spite of all that toilingtlee gym! Then to the mirror.

What it sees there isn't so much a fadbeasxpression of a predicament. Here's
what it has done to itself, here's the mess itsbasehow managed to get itself into
during its fifty-eight years; expressed in termsafull, harassed stare, a coarsened nose,
a mouth dragged down by the corners into a grimaadéat the sourness of its own
toxins, cheeks sagging from their anchors of mysctaroat hanging limp in tiny
wrinkled folds. The harassed look is that of a @estely tired swimmer or runner; yet
there is no question of stopping. The creature ngenatching will struggle on and on
until it drops. Not because it is heroic. It caragime no alternative.

Staring and staring into the mirror, it seemgnfaces within its face—the face of the
child, the boy, the young man, the not-so-young-ralh present still, preserved like
fossils on superimposed layers, and, like fosd#gad. Their message to this live dying
creature is: Look at us—we have died—what is thetse afraid of?

It answers them: But that happened so graglusdl easily. I'm afraid of being rushed.
It stares and stares. Its lips part. It startisreathe through its mouth. Until the cortex

orders it impatiently to wash, to shave, to brushhair. Its nakedness has to be covered.
It must be dressed up in clothes because it igggmitside, into the world of the other



people; and these others must be able to identifyg ibehavior must be acceptable to
them.

Obediently, it washes, shaves, brushes its faalit accepts its responsibilities to the
others. It is even glad that it has its place antbeg. It knows what is expected of it.

It knows its name. It is called George.

BY the time it has gotten dressed, it has becbe; has become already more or less
George—though still not the whole George they dedreard are prepared to recognize.
Those who call him on the phone at this hour ofrtteening would be bewildered,
maybe even scared, if they could realize whatttirise-quarters-human thing is what
they are talking to. But, of course, they neverdedts voice's mimicry of their George
is nearly perfect. Even Charlotte is taken in byimly two or three times has she sensed
something uncanny and asked, "Geo—are you all?ight

He crosses the front room, which he callsshisly, and comes down the staircase.
The stairs turn a corner; they are narrow and stéep can touch both handrails with
your elbows, and you have to bend your head, dyé&ka George, you are only five
eight. This is a tightly planned little house. Htea feels protected by its smallness;
there is hardly room enough here to feel lonely.

Nevertheless ...

Think of two people, living together day aftixy, year after year, in this small space,
standing elbow to elbow cooking at the same smalles squeezing past each other on
the narrow stairs, shaving in front of the samelsb@hroom mirror, constantly jogging,
jostling, bumping against each other's bodies Istake or on purpose, sensually,
aggressively, awkwardly, impatiently, in rage otasme—think what deep though
invisible tracks they must leave, everywhere, betinem! The doorway into the kitchen
has been built too narrow. Two people in a hurrigh wlates of food in their hands, are
apt to keep colliding here. And it is here, neangry morning, that George, having
reached the bottom of the stairs, has this semsatisuddenly finding himself on an
abrupt, brutally broken off, jagged edge—as thotinghtrack had disappeared down a
landslide. It is here that he stops short and knatith a sick newness, almost as though
it were for the first time: Jim is dead. Is dead.

He stands quite still, silent, or at most iitig a brief animal grunt, as he waits for the
spasm to pass. Then he walks into the kitchen.&'hesning spasms are too painful to
be treated sentimentally. After them, he feelsfelnerely. It is like getting over a bad
attack of cramp.



TODAY, there are more ants, winding in coluaamnoss the floor, climbing up over
the sink and threatening the closet where he kifepgmms and the honey. Doggedly he
destroys them with a Flit gun and has a suddenpgénof himself doing this: an
obstinate, malevolent old thing imposing his wiplam these instructive and admirable
insects. Life destroying life before an audiencelgects—pots and pans, knives and
forks, cans and bottles—that have no part in thgdom of evolution. Why? Why? Is it
some cosmic enemy, some arch-tyrant who triesimal bis to his very existence by
setting us against our natural allies, the fellogtimns of his tyranny? But, alas, by the
time George has thought all this, the ants aradyrelead and mopped up on a wet cloth
and rinsed down the sink.

He fixes himself a plate of poached eggs, Wwédbon and toast and coffee, and sits
down to eat them at the kitchen table. And meareylitound and around in his head
goes the nursery jingle his nanny taught him whemwas a child in England, all those
years ago:

Poached eggs on toast are very nice

(He sees her so plainly still, gray-hairedwitouse-bright eyes, a plump little body
carrying in the nursery breakfast tray, short @abh from climbing all those stairs. She
used to grumble at their steepness and call thdra WWooden Mountains"—one of the
magic phrases of his childhood.)

Poached eggs on toast are very nice,
If you try them once you'll want them twice!

Ah, the heartbreakingly insecure snugnesbadéd nursery pleasures! Master George
enjoying his eggs; Nanny watching him and smiliegssurance that all is safe in their
dear tiny doomed world!

BREAKFAST with Jim used to be one of the dases of their day. It was then,
while they were drinking their second and third £ coffee, that they had their best
talks. They talked about everything that came ith&r heads—including death, of
course, and is there survival, and, if so, what#yas it that survives. They even
discussed the relative advantages and disadvarégesting killed instantly and of
knowing you're about to die. But now George can'tliie life of him remember what
Jim's views were on this. Such questions are ltatake seriously. They seem so
academic.

Just suppose that the dead do revisit thedivi hat something approximately to be
described as Jim can return to see how Georgeksgaut. Would this be at all
satisfactory? Would it even be worthwhile? At besirely, it would be like the brief visit
of an observer from another country who is permittepeep in for a moment from the



vast outdoors of his freedom and see, at a distdmarigh glass, this figure who sits
solitary at the small table in the narrow roomjregahis poached eggs humbly and dully,
a prisoner for life.

The living room is dark and low-ceilingedth bookshelves all along the wall
opposite the windows. These books have not madegéembler or better or more truly
wise. It is just that he likes listening to thegiees, the one or the other, according to his
mood. He misuses them quite ruthlessly—despiteatgectful way he has to talk about
them in public—to put him to sleep, to take his dhoff the hands of the clock, to relax
the nagging of his pyloric spasm, to gossip himajutis melancholy, to trigger the
conditioned reflexes of his colon.

He takes one of them down now, and Ruskin gaign:

"you liked pop-guns when you were schoolboysl, @fles and Armstrongs are only
the same things better made: but then the woisigfthat what was play to you when
boys, was not play to the sparrows; and what ig fgla/ou now, is not play to the small
birds of State neither; and for the black eagles, 3re somewhat shy of taking shots at
them, if | mistake not."

Intolerable old Ruskin, always absolutelyhe tight, and crazy, and so cross, with his
whiskers, scolding the English—he is today's peérgempanion for five minutes on the
toilet. George feels a bowel movement coming ot wgreeable urgency and climbs the
stairs briskly to the bathroom, book in hand.

SITTING on the john, he can look out of thendow. (They can see his head and
shoulders from across the street, but not whas lkdeing.) It is a gray lukewarm
California winter morning; the sky is low and swafth Pacific fog. Down at the shore,
ocean and sky will be one soft, sad gray. The pahansd unstirred and the oleander
bushes drip moisture from their leaves.

This street is called Camphor Tree Lane. Maydraphor trees grew here once; there
are none now. More probably the name was chosetsfpictur-esqueness by the
pioneer escapists from dingy downtown Los Angefes stuffy-snobbish Pasadena who
came out here and founded this colony back in &énky éventies. They referred to their
stucco bungalows and clapboard shacks as cotigigexy them cute names like "The
Fo'c'sle” and "Hi Nuff." They called their streédses, ways or trails, to go with the
woodsy atmosphere they wanted to create. Theiiartapream was of a subtropical
English village with Montmartre manners: a Littl@&l Place where you could paint a
bit, write a bit, and drink lots. They saw themgshas rear-guard individualists, making a
last-ditch stand against the twentieth century.yTdeve thanks loudly from morn till eve
that they had escaped the soul-destroying comntismiaf the city. They were tacky
and cheerful and defiantly bohemian, tirelesslyistjive about each other's doings, and
boundlessly tolerant. When they fought, at leastai$ with fists and bottles and furniture,
not lawyers. Most of them were lucky enough to haieel off before the Great Change.



The Change began in the late forties, whenNorld War Two vets came swarming
out of the East with their just-married wives, @asch of new and better breeding
grounds in the sunny Southland, which had been ldti nostalgic glimpse of home
before they shipped out to the Pacific. And whatdsdoreeding ground than a hillside
neighborhood like this one, only five minutes' watkm the beach and with no through
traffic to decimate the future tots? So, one by, ¢tine cottages which used to reek of
bathtub gin and reverberate with the poetry of iaeine have fallen to the occupying
army of Coke-drinking television watchers.

The vets themselves, no doubt, would havessefjipretty well to the original
bohemian utopia; maybe some of them would even teken to painting or writing
between hangovers. But their wives explained tantheght from the start and in the very
clearest language, that breeding and bohemianisnodmix. For breeding you need a
steady job, you need a mortgage, you need crealitnged insurance. And don't you dare
die, either, until the family's future is providéat.

So the tots appeared, litter after litter liteer. And the small old schoolhouse
became a group of big new airy buildings. And thabby market on the ocean front was
enlarged into a super. And on Camphor Tree Lanestgits were posted. One of them
told you not to eat the watercress which grew albwegoed of the creek, because the
water was polluted. (The original colonists hadrbeating it for years; and George and
Jim tried some and it tasted delicious and nothieygpened.) The other sign—those
sinister black silhouettes on a yellow ground—saitiLDREN AT PLAY.

GEORGE and Jim saw the yellow sign, of couttse first time they came down here,
house-hunting. But they ignored it, for they haeadly fallen in love with the house.
They loved it because you could only get to itly bridge across the creek; the
surrounding trees and the steep bushy cliff bebind it in like a house in a forest
clearing. "As good as being on our own island," @ecaid. They waded ankle-deep in
dead leaves from the sycamore (a chronic nuisade&rmined, now, to like everything.
Peering into the low damp dark living room, theyesgl how cozy it would be at night
with a fire. The garage was covered with a vastpeohrgrowth of ivy, half dead, half
alive, which made it twice as big as itself; insitieas tiny, having been built in the days
of the Model T Ford. Jim thought it would be usdfu keeping some of the animals in.
Their cars were both too big for it, anyway, bugytitould be parked on the bridge. The
bridge was beginning to sag a little, they notic€zh well, | expect it'll last our time,"
said Jim.

No doubt the neighborhood children see thesbavery much as George and Jim saw
it that first afternoon. Shaggy with ivy and dardasecret-looking, it is just the lair you'd
choose for a mean old storybook monster. Thiségdle George has found himself
playing, with increasing violence, since he stattetive alone. It releases a part of his
nature which he hated to let Jim see. What woutdsaly if he could see George waving
his arms and roaring like a madman from the windasvMrs. Strunk's Benny and Mrs.



Garfein's Joe dash back and forth across the badgedare? (Jim always got along with
them so easily. He would let them pet the skunkkstha raccoon and talk to the myna
bird; and yet they never crossed the bridge withaing invited.)

Mrs. Strunk, who lives opposite, dutifully $¢® her children from time to time,
telling them to leave him alone, explaining thasleprofessor and has to work so hard.
But Mrs. Strunk, sweet-natured though she is—grasarily gentle from toiling around
the house at her chores, gently melancholy frometégg her singing days on radio; all
given up in order to bear Mr. Strunk five boys @&wd girls—even she can't refrain from
telling George, with a smile of motherly indulgerased just the faintest hint of approval,
that Benny (her youngest) now refers to him as tMen," since George ran Benny
clear out of the yard, across the bridge and ddwerstreet; he had been beating on the
door of the house with a hammer.

George is ashamed of his roarings becauseatieeyt playacting. He does genuinely
lose his temper and feels humiliated and sicksstomach later. At the same time, he is
quite well aware that the children want him to behen this way. They are actually
willing him to do it. If he should suddenly refuseplay the monster, and they could no
longer provoke him, they would have to look arofmra substitute. The question Is this
playacting or does he really hate us? never o¢outsem. They are utterly indifferent to
him ex-cept as a character in their myths. It ily @eorge who cares. Therefore he is all
the more ashamed of his moment of weakness albaoh#h ago, when he bought some
candy and offered it to a bunch of them on the=stEhey took it without thanks,
looking at him curiously and uneasily; learningnfrdiim maybe at that moment their first
lesson in contempt.

MEANWHILE, Ruskin has completely lost his wigaste is the ONLY morality!"
he yells, wagging his finger at George. He is ggttiresome, so George cuts him off in
midsentence by closing the book. Still sitting ba john, George looks out of the
window.

The morning is quiet. Nearly all the kids areschool; the Christmas vacation is still a
couple of weeks away. (At the thought of Christn@asorge feels a chill of desperation.
Maybe he'll do something drastic, take a plane &xibb City and be drunk for a week
and run wild around the bars. You won't, and youensvill, a voice says, coldly bored
with him.)

Ah, here's Benny, hammer in hand. He huntsngntioe trash cans set out ready for
collection on the sidewalk and drags out a brolathioom scale. As George watches,
Benny begins smashing it with his hammer, uttedngs as he does so; he is making
believe that the machine is screaming with paind Anthink that Mrs. Strunk, the proud
mother of this creature, used to ask Jim, with dleusi of disgust, how he could bear to
touch those harmless baby king snakes!

And now out comes Mrs. Strunk onto her pojast as Benny completes the murder
of the scale and stands looking down at its saadtersides. "Put them back!" she tells



him. "Back in the can! Put them back, now! Backt them back! Back in the can!" Her
voice rises, falls, in a consciously sweet sings@tw never yells at her children. She has
read all the psychology books. She knows that Benpgssing through his Aggressive
Phase, right on schedule; it just couldn't be nmarenal and healthy. She is well aware
that she can be heard clear down the streethérisight to be heard, for this is the
Mothers' Hour. When Benny finally drops some ofltiheken parts back into the trash
can, she singsongs "Attaboy!" and goes back smiititaggthe house.

So Benny wanders off to interfere with threechnsmaller tots, two boys and a girl,
who are trying to dig a hole on the vacant lot lestwthe Strunks and the Garfeins.
(Their two houses face the street frontally, wigkery, in apt contrast to the sidewise
privacy of George's lair.)

On the vacant lot, under the huge old eucal/ptee, Benny has taken over the
digging. He strips off his windbreaker and tossés the little girl to hold; then he spits
on his hands and picks up the spade. He is sonwastber on TV, hunting for buried
treasure. These tot-lives are nothing but a meafiesyich imitations. And soon as they
can speak, they start trying to chant the singomgroercials.

But now one of the boys—perhaps because Beuigging bores him in the same
way that Mr. Strunk's scoutmasterish projects IB#eny—strolls off by himself, firing a
carbide cannon. George has been over to see MusikSibout this cannon, pleading
with her to please explain to the boy's mother ithiatdriving him slowly crazy. But Mrs.
Strunk has no intention of interfering with the ety of nature. Smiling evasively, she
tells George, "I never hear the noise children maksst as long as it's a happy noise."

Mrs. Strunk's hour and the power of motherhwddast until midafternoon, when
the big boys and girls return from school. Theywarm mixed groups —from which
nearly all of the boys break away at once, howeaweetigake part in the masculine hour of
the ball-playing. They shout loudly and harshlyszh other, and kick and leap and catch
with arrogant grace. When the ball lands in a yHrey trample flowers, scramble over
rock gardens, burst into patios without even a ghowof apology. If a car ventures along
the street, it must stop and wait until they aeady to let it through; they know their
rights. And now the mothers must keep their tot®ors out of harm's way. The girls sit
out on the porches, giggling together. Their eyesadways on the boys, and they will do
the weirdest things to attract their attention:dgample, the Cody daughters keep
fanning their ancient black poodle as though iteMéleopatra on the Nile. They are
disregarded, nevertheless, even by their own begds; for this is not their hour. The
only boys who will talk to them now are soft-spokard gentle, like the doctor's pretty
sissy son, who ties ribbons to the poodle's curls.

And then, at length, the men will come honwarfrtheir jobs. And it is their hour; and
the ball-playing must stop. For Mr. Strunk's nerkiase not been improved by trying all
day long to sell that piece of real estate to &ebily-brained rich widow, and Mr.
Garfein's temper is uncertain after the tensiorfi®swimming-pool installation
company. They and their fellow fathers can beamooe noise. (On Sundays Mr. Strunk



will play ball with his sons, but this is just ahet of his physical education projects,
polite and serious and no real fun.)

Every weekend there are parties. The teensagerencouraged to go off and dance
and pet with each other, even if they haven't fiedstheir homework; for the grownups
need desperately to relax, unobserved. And now $trank prepares salads with, Mrs.
Garfein in the kitchen, and Mr. Strunk gets thebleatie going on the patio, and Mr.
Garfein, crossing the vacant lot with a tray oftlestand a shaker, announces joyfully, in
Marine Corps tones, "Martoonies coming up!"

And two, three hours later, after the cocktaihd the guffaws, the quite astonishingly
dirty stories, the more or less concealed pincbingther wives' fannies, the steaks and
the pie, while The Girls—as Mrs. Strunk and the va8 continue to call themselves and
each other if they live to be ninety—are washingygu will hear Mr. Strunk and his
fellow husbands laughing and talking on the podrmks in hand, with thickened
speech. Their business problems are forgotten Aad they are proud and glad. For
even the least among them is a co-owner of the &areutopia, the kingdom of the
good life upon earth—crudely aped by the Russiaated by the Chinese—who are
nonetheless ready to purge and starve themselvgeierations, in the hopeless hope of
inheriting it. Oh yes indeed, Mr. Strunk and Mr.rtéa are proud of their kingdom. But
why, then, are their voices like the voices of boghing to each other as they explore a
dark unknown cave, growing ever louder and loubleiger and bolder? Do they know
that they are afraid? No. But they are very afraid.

What are they afraid of?

They are afraid of what they know is somewherde darkness around them, of what
may at any moment emerge into the undeniable Ggttteir flash-lamps, nevermore to
be ignored, explained away. The fiend that wonlnfo their statistics, the Gorgon that
refuses their plastic surgery, the vampire drinligpd with tactless uncultured slurps,
the bad-smelling beast that doesn't use their daat®) the unspeakable that insists,
despite all their shushing, on speaking its name.

Among many other kinds of monster, George ,.déwy are afraid of little me.

Mr. Strunk, George supposes, tries to nail tawn with a word. Queer, he doubtless
growls. But, since this is after all the year 1962gn he may be expected to add, | don't
give a damn what he does just as long as he stagsgfaom me. Even psychologists
disagree as to the conclusions which may be reaabeat the Mr. Strunks of this world,
on the basis of such a remark. The fact remairtdMhaStrunk himself, to judge from a
photograph of him taken in football uniform at egle, used to be what many would call
a living doll.

But Mrs. Strunk, George feels sure, takesddawuiffer gently from her husband; for

she is trained in the new tolerance, the technadunihilation by blandness. Out comes
her psychology book—bell and candle are no longeessary. Reading from it in sweet
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singsong she proceeds to exorcise the unspeakait# George. No reason for disgust,
she intones, no cause for condemnation. Nothing thext is willfully vicious. All is due

to heredity, early environment (Shame on thosegsssge mothers, those sex-segregated
British schools!), arrested development at pubentygl/or glands. Here we have a misfit,
debarred forever from the best things of life, éopitied, not blamed. Some cases, caught
young enough, may respond to therapy. As for teerah, it's so sad; especially when it
happens, as let's face it it does, to truly wortitevbeople, people who might have had so
much to offer. (Even when they are geniuses iregiit, their masterpieces are
invariably warped.) So let us be understandingl| s¥&g and remember that, after all,
there were the Greeks (though that was a bit @iffgetbecause they were pagans rather
than neurotics). Let us even go so far as to satytliis kind of relationship can

sometimes be almost beautiful—particularly if ofi¢he parties is already dead, or,
better yet, both.

How dearly Mrs. Strunk would enjoy being saowt Jim! But, aha, she doesn't know;
none of them knows. It happened in Ohio, and ti#e papers didn't carry the story.
George has simply spread it around that Jim's folk® are getting along in years, have
been trying to persuade him to come back homeigedavith them; and that now, as the
result of his recent visit to them, he will be rennag in the East indefinitely. Which is
the gospel truth. As for the animals, those deviteminders, George had to get them out
of his sight immediately; he couldn't even beathiok of them being anywhere in the
neighborhood. So, when Mrs. Garfein wanted to kifdve would sell the myna bird, he
‘answered that he'd shipped them all back to Jiske@er from San Diego took them
away.

And now, in reply to the questions of Mrs.uslk and, the others, George answers
that, yes indeed, he has just heard from Jim aadJt is fine. They ask him less and
less often. They are inquisitive but quite incuspreally.

But your book is wrong, Mrs. Strunk, says @eomwhen it tells you that Jim is the
substitute | found for a real son, a real kid beotla real husband, a real wife. Jim wasn't
a substitute for anything. And there is no subtitar Jim, if you'll forgive my saying
so, anywhere.

Your exorcism has failed, dear Mrs. Strunlkssaeorge, squatting on the toilet and
peeping forth from his lair to watch her emptyihg tlust bag of her vacuum cleaner into
the trash can. The unspeakable is still here—iiglour very midst.

DAMNATION. The phone. Even with the longestaohe phone company will give
you, it won't reach into the bathroom. George betsself off the seat and shuffles into
the study, like a man in a sack race.

"Hello."

"Hello—is that— it is you, Geo?"
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"Hello, Charley."
"l say, | didn't call too early, did 1?"

"No." (Oh dear, she has managed to get hitated already! Yet how can he
reasonably blame her for the discomfort of standiasfily unwiped, with his pants
around his ankles? One must admit, though, thatl@te@has a positively clairvoyant
knack of picking the wrong moment to call.)

"You're sure?"
"Of course I'm sure. I've already had bredakfas

"l was afraid if | waited any longer you'd leagone off to the college. . . . My
goodness, | hadn't noticed it was so late! Oughtnitto have started already?"

"This is the day | have only one class. Itsioebegin until eleven-thirty. My early
days are Mondays and Wednesdays." (All this isarpt in a tone of slightly
emphasized patience.)

"Oh yes—yes, of course! How stupid of meays forget."

(A silence. George knows she wants to askdamething. But he won't help her. He
is rubbed the wrong way by her blunderings. Whysdslee imply that she ought to know
his college schedule? Just more of her possessisenken why, if she really thinks who
ought to know it, does she get it all mixed up?)

"Geo—" (very humbly) "would you possibly bedrtonight?"

"Afraid not. No." (One second before speakiegcouldn't have told you what he was
going to answer. It's the desperation in Charkttelce that decides he isn't in the mood
for one of her crises.)

"Oh—I see. .. . | was afraid you wouldn't ies short notice, | know." (She sounds
half stunned, very quiet, hopeless. He stands fisteming for a Nob. None can be
heard. His face is puckered into a ,grimace oftguntl discomfort—the latter caused by
his increasing awareness of stickiness and trumsidés.)

"l suppose you couldn't—Il mean—I supposesitisiething important?”

"I'm afraid it is." (The grimace of guilt redes. He is mad at her now. He won't be
nagged at.)

"l see. ... Oh well, never mind." (She'sveranow.) "I'll try you again, may |, in a
few days?"
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"Of course." (Oh—why not be a little nicerymshe's been put in her place?) "Or I'll
call you."

(A pause.)
"Well—goodbye, Geo."
"Goodbye, Charley."

TWENTY minutes later, Mrs. Strunk, out on lperch watering the hibiscus bushes,
watches him back his car out across the bridgés gagging badly nowadays. She hopes
he will have it fixed; one of the children mighttdrirt.) As he makes the half-turn onto
the street, she waves to him. He waves to her.

Poor man, she thinks, living there all aldde.has a kind face.

IT is one of the marvels and blessings oflLibe Angeles freeway system that you can
now get from the beach to San Tomas State Colleg#y minutes, give or take five,
instead of the nearly two hours you would have sperihe slow old days, crawling
from stop light to stop light clear across the dtwwn area and out into the suburbs
beyond.

George feels a kind of patriotism for the fwegs. He is proud that they are so fast,
that people get lost on them and even sometimes pad have to bolt for safety down
the nearest cutoff. George loves the freeways lseche can still cope with them;
because the fact that he can cope proves his tdalia a func-tioning member of society.
He can still get by.

(Like everyone with an acute criminal compl&eorge is hyperconscious of all
bylaws, city ordinances, rules and petty regulaidrhink of how many Public Enemies
have been caught just because they neglected ta pasking ticket! Never once has he
seen his passport stamped at a frontier, his (silieense accepted by a post-office clerk
as evidence of identity, without whispering glebfub himself, Idiots—fooled them
again!)

He will fool them again this morning, in thene the midst of the mad metropolitan
chariot race—Ben Hur would certainly chicken out-€ljeying from lane to lane with the
best of them, never dropping below eighty in trst faft lane, never getting rattled when
a crazy teen-ager hangs on to his tail or a wortahl comes of letting them go first
through doorways) cuts in sharply ahead of him. ddes on their motorcycles will
detect nothing, yet, to warn them to roar in pur8ashing their red lights, to signal him
off to the side, out of the running, and thencegoort him kindly but ever so firmly to
some beautifully ordered nursery-community whenei@eCitizens ("old," in our
country of the bland, has become nearly as divtpal as "kike" or "nigger") are eased
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into senility, retaught their childhood games bittwva difference: it's known as "passive
recreation” now. Oh, by all means let them scréthay can still cut the mustard; and, if
they can't, let them indulge without inhibitionshaby-like erotic play. Let them get
married, even—at eighty, at ninety, at a hundred-e-adres? Anything to keep them
busy and stop them wandering around blocking tf@dr

THERE'S always a slightly unpleasant momergmwou drive up the ramp which
leads onto the freeway and become what's calledgingetraffic.” George has that
nerve-crawling sensation which can't be removeditmply checking the rearview
mirror: that, inexplicably, invisibly, he's abouwt bbe hit in the back. And then, next
moment, he has merged and is away, out in the, diaubing the long, easy gradient
toward the top of the pass and the Valley beyond.

And now, as he drives, it is as if some kihdwto-hypnosis exerts itself. We see the
face relax, the shoulders unhunch themselves,dtig dase itself back into the seat. The
reflexes are taking over; the left foot comes dovith firm, even pressure on the clutch
pedal, while the right prudently feeds in gas. Tfehand is light on the wheel; the right
slips the gearshift with precision into high. Theg, moving unhurriedly from road to
mirror, mirror to road, calmly measure the distanakead, behind, to the nearest car. . . .
After all, this is no mad chariot race—that's ohbw it seems to onlookers or nervous
novices—it is a river, sweeping in full flood towdits outlet with a soothing power.
There is nothing to fear, as long as you let ydtiggewith it; indeed, you discover, in
the midst of its stream-speed, a sense of indolandesase.

And now something new starts happening to Georhe face is becoming tense
again, the muscles bulge slightly at the jaw, tloaitin tightens and twitches, the lips are
pressed together in a grim line, there is a nercoagraction between the eyebrows. And
yet, while all this is going on, the rest of thedpaemains in a posture of perfect
relaxation. More and more it appears to separsgdf ito become a separate entity: an
impassive anonymous chauffeur-figure with littldlwr individuality of its own, the
very embodiment of muscular co-ordination, laclanxiety, tactful silence, driving its
master to work.

And George, like a master who has entrusteditiveng of his car to a servant, is now
free to direct his attention posture elsewhereth&y sweep over the crest of the pass, he
is becoming less and less aware of externals —atseatl around, the dip of the freeway
ahead, the Valley with its homes and gardens opdmfow, under a long brown smear
of smog, beyond and above which the big barren tansrise. He has gone deep down
inside himself.

What is he up to?
On the edge of the beach, a huge, insolent tigghbuilding which will contain one
hundred apartments is growing up within its gir¢glé@raill block the view along the coast

from the park on the cliffs above. A spokesmartHiis project says, in answer to
objections, Well, that's progress. And anyhow,rhplies, if there are people who are
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prepared to pay $450 a month for this view by reptiur apartments, why should you
park-users (and that includes George) get it e

A local newspaper editor has started a campagginst sex deviates (by which he
means people like George). They are everywhersay& you can't go into a bar any
more, or a men's room, or a public library, withseging hideous sights. And they all,
without exception, have syphilis. The existing lagainst them, he says, are far too
lenient.

A senator has recently made a speech, degldrat we should attack Cuba right now,
with everything we've got, lest the Monroe Doctrbeeheld cheap and of no account.
The senator does not deny that this will probab&amrocket war. We must face this
fact; the alternative is dishonor. We must be preghéo sacrifice three quarters of our
population (including George).

It would be amusing, George thinks, to snedk that apartment building at night, just
before the tenants moved in, and spray all thesvzdlbll the rooms with a specially
prepared odorant which would be scarcely noticeabfist but which would gradually
grow in strength until it reeked like rotting cogss They would try to get rid of it with
every deodorant known to science, but in vain;\&hdn they had finally, in desperation,
ripped out the plaster and woodwork, they wouldl finat the girders themselves were
stinking. They would abandon the place as the Kbrdet Angkor; but its stink would
grow and grow until you could melt it clear up ttwast to Malibu. So at last the entire
structure would have to be taken apart by workergas masks and ground to powder
and dumped far out in the ocean. . . . Or perhapsuld be more practical to discover a
kind of virus which would eat away whatever ithsit makes metal hard. The advantage
that this would have over the odorant would be timdy a single injection in one spot
would be necessary, for the virus would then eatugh all the metal in the building.
And then, when everybody had moved in and whilegdhbusewarming party was in
progress, the whole thing would sag and subsiaeanimp tangled heap, like spaghetti.

Then, that newspaper editor, George thinkg, fumny to kidnap him and the staff-
writers responsible for the sex-deviate articlese-araybe also the police chief, and the
head of the vice squad, and those ministers whoread the campaign from their
pulpits—and take them all to a secret undergrouadienstudio where, after a little
persuasion—no doubt just showing them the red-bkérs and pincers would be quite
sufficient—they would perform every possible sexaet, in pairs and in groups, with a
display of the utmost enjoyment. The film wouldrh®e developed and prints of it would
be rushed to all the movie theaters. George'stastssvould chloroform the ushers so
the lights couldn't be turned up, lock the exitgrpower the projectionists, and proceed
to run the film under the heading of Coming Attracs.

And as for that senator, wouldn't it be ratwausing to...

No.
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(At this point, we see the eyebrows contra@ more than usually violent spasm, the
mouth thin to knife-blade grimness.)

No. Amusing is not the word. These peoplenateamusing. They should never be
dealt with amusingly. They understand only one leaug: brute force.

Therefore we must launch a campaign of sydiertearor. In order to be effective,
this will require an organization of at least fivendred highly skilled killers and
torturers, all dedicated individuals. The headhaf dorganization will draw up a list of
clearly defined, simple objectives, such as theonahof that apartment building, the
suppression of that newspaper, the retirementatfsdnator. They will then be dealt with
in order, regardless of the time taken or the nurnbeasualties. In each case, the
principal criminal will first receive a polite ngteigned "Uncle George," explaining
exactly what he must do before a certain deadfihe wvants to stay alive. It will also be
explained to him that Uncle George operates othiéery of guilt by association.

One minute after the deadline, the killinglwigin. The execution of the principal
criminal will be delayed for some weeks or montbsgive him opportunity for
reflection. Meanwhile, there will be daily remindeHis wife may be kidnapped,
garroted, embalmed and seated in the 'living ramawtait his return from the office. His
children's heads may arrive in cartons by maitapes of the screams his relatives utter
as they are tortured to death. His friends' homag loe blown up in the night. Anyone
who has ever known him will be in mortal danger.

When the organization's 100 per cent efficygmas been demonstrated a sufficient
number of times, the population will slowly begmléarn that Uncle George's will must
be obeyed instantly and without question.

But does Uncle George want to be obeyed? Didesiprefer to be defied so he can go
on killing and killing, since all these people @arst vermin and the more of them that die
the better? All are, in the last analysis, resgaador Jim's death; their words, their
thoughts, their whole way of life willed it, evemough they never knew he existed. But,
when George gets in as deep as this, Jim hardiereatny more. Jim is nothing now but
an excuse for hating three quarters of the popmulaif America. . . George's jaws work,
his teeth grind, as he chews and chews the cuis didte.

But does George really hate all these peoptefd't 'they themselves merely an
excuse for hating? What is ( George's hate, thestdulant, nothing more; though very
bad for him, no doubt. Rage, resentment, spleensud is the vitality of middle age. If
we say that he |.; quite crazy at this particulanment, then so, probably, are at least half
a dozen others in these many curs around himloadirsg now as the traffic thickens,
going downhill, under the bridge, up again pastnéen Depot. . . . God! Here we are,
downtown already! George comes up dazed to thasrfealizing with a shock that the
chauffeur-figure has broken a record: never befiasit managed to get them this far
entirely on its own. And this raises a disturbingestion: Is the chauffeur steadily
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becoming more and more of an individual? Is itiggtteady to take over much larger
areas of George's life?

No time to worry about that now. In ten mirsiteey will have arrived on campus. In
ten minutes, George will have to be George—the @etitey have named and will
recognize. So now he consciously applies himsetfittking their thoughts, getting into
their mood. With the skill of a veteran he rapiglyts on the psychological make-up for
this role he must play.

No sooner have you turned off the freeway orai Bomas Avenue than you are back
in the tacky sleepy slowpoke Los Angeles of theits, still convalescent from the
Depression, with no money to spare for fresh cofpaint. And how charming it is! An
up-and-down terrain of steep little hills with wéihouses of cracked stucco perched
insecurely on their sides and tops, it is madedd ljuaint rather than ugly by the mad,
hopelessly intertwisted cat's cradle of wires ateghone poles. Mexicans live here, so
there are lots of flowers. Negroes live here, $8 @heerful. George would not care to
live here, because they all blast all day long hiir radios and television sets. But he
would never find himself yelling at their childrdmgecause these people are not The
Enemy. If they would ever accept George, they migtaein be allies. They never figure in
the Uncle George fantasies.

The San Tomas State College campus is batkeoother side of the freeway. You
cross over to it by a bridge, back into the nowadafydestruction-recon-struction-
destruction. Here the little hills have been trutkevay bodily or had their tops sliced off
by bulldozers, and the landscape is gashed witheaaces. Tract upon tract of low-
roofed dormitory-dwellings (invariably called "hosYeand described as "a new concept
in living") are being opened up as fast as theylmmanonnected with the sewers and the
power lines. It is a slander to say that they deatical; some have brown roofs, some
green, and the tiles in their bathrooms come ie\different colors. The tracts have
their individuality, too. Each one has a differamme, of the kind that realtors can
always be relied on to invent: Sky Acres, Vistari@ Grosvenor Heights.

The storm center of all this grading, showglinauling and hammering is the college
campus itself. A clean modern factory, brick arasgland big windows, already three-
quarters built, is being finished in a hystericaitrly. (The construction noises are such
dint in some classrooms the professors can haedhelard.) When the factory is fully
operational, it will he able to process twenty thand graduates. But, in less than ten
years, it will have to cope with forty or fifty tisand. So then everything will be torn
down again and built up twice as tall.

However, it is arguable that by that time ¢henpus will be cut off from the outside
world by its own Larking lots, which will then foran impenetrable forest of cars
abandoned in despair by the students during thé&-loeg traffic jams of the near future.
Even now, the lots are half as big as the camge# &nd so full that you have to drive
around from one to another in search of a lag lpace. Today George k lucky. There is
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room for him on the lot nearest his classroom. Geastips his parking card into the slot
(thereby offering a piece of circumstantial evidetitat he is George); the barrier rises in
spastic, mechanical jerks, and he drives in.

George has been trying to train himself, igte recognize his students' cars. (He is
continually starting these self-improvement prggesbmetimes it's memory training,
sometimes a new diet, sometimes just a vow to seatk unreadable Hundredth Best
Book. lle seldom perseveres in any of them for Ipigday fie is pleased to be able to
spot three cars—not counting the auto scooter wihiehitalian exchange student, with a
courage or provincialism bordering on insanityegdip and down the freeway as though
he were on flit Via Veneto. There's the beat-ug;swwhite Ford coupe belonging to
Tom Kugelman, on the back of which he has printad MVHITE. There's the Chinese-I
Hawaiian boy's grime-gray Pontiac, with one of thgeke-stickers in the rear window:
THE ONLY ISM | BELIEVE IN IS ABSTRACT EXPRESSIONISMThe joke isn't a
joke in his particular case, because he reallyialsstract painter. (Or is this some
supersubtlety?) At all events, it seems incongrubasanyone with such a sweet
Cheshire-cat smile and cream-smooth skin and eanaheatness could produce such
gloomy muddy canvases or own such a filthy carhbethe beautiful name of
Alexander Mong. And there's the well-waxed, spatesarlet MG driven by Buddy
Sorensen, the wild watery-eyed albino who is a étsll star and wears a "Ban the
Bomb" button. George has caught glimpses of Butidyaking past on the freeway,
laughing to himself as if the absurd little sitzbaf a thing had run away with him and he
didn't care.

So now George has arrived. He is not nervotse least. As he gets out of his car, he
feels an upsurge of energy, of eagerness for tetplbegin. And he walks eagerly, with
a springy step, along the gravel path past the ¢/Basilding toward the Department
office. He is all actor now—an actor on his wayfigm the dressing room, hastening
through the backstage world of props and lampsstagehands to make his entrance. A
veteran, calm and assured, he pauses for a weurezhmoment in the doorway of the
office and then, boldly, clearly, with the subtlypdulated British intonation which his
public demands of him, speaks his opening line:démorning!”

And the three secretaries—each one of thehaaning and accomplished actress in
her own chosen style—recognize him instantly, witheven a flicker of doubt, and reply
"Good morning!" to him. (There is something religgochere, like responses in church—a
reaffirmation of faith in the basic American dogthat it is, always, a good morning.
Good, despite the Russians and their rockets, latttedlls and worries of the flesh. For
of course we know, don't we, that the Russianstla@avorries are not really real? They
can be un-thought and made to vanish. And theré¢fi@emorning can be made to be
good. Very well then, it is good.)

Every teacher in the English Department hahher pigeonhole in this office, and

all of them are stuffed with papers. What a maaracbmmunication! A notice the least
important committee meeting on the most of subjedtde run off and distributed in
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hundreds of copies. Everybody is informed of evligg. George glances through all his
papers and then tosses the lot into the wastehasikietone exception: an oblong card
slotted and slitted and ciphered by an IBM machéx@ressing some poor bastard of a
student's academic identity. Indeed, this cardssdentity. Suppose, instead of signing it
as requested and returning it to the Personn@eyfteorge were to tear it up? Instantly,
that student would cease to exist, as far as Sama$ Gtate was concerned. He would
become academically invisible and only reappeadn Wié very greatest difficulty, after
performing the most elaborate propitiation cererasencountless offerings of forms filled
out in triplicate and notarized affidavits to thadg of the IBM.

George signs the card, holding it steady with fingertips. He dislikes even to touch
these things, for they are the runes of an idimticnevertheless potent and evil magic:
the magic of the think-machine gods, whose cultdresdogma, We cannot make a
mistake. Their magic consists in this: that whenévey do make a mistake, which is
quite often, it is perpetuated and thereby becamasn-mistake. . . . Carrying the curd
by its extreme corner, George brings it over to oithe secretaries, who will see that it
gets back to Personnel. The secretary has a leadrfiher desk. George picks it up,
saying, "Let's see if that old robot'll k now th&éetence," and pretends to be about to
punch another slit in the card. The girl laughg,dnly a split-second look of sheer terror;
and the laugh itself is forced. George has uttetasphemy.

Feeling rather pleased with himself, he lealiesDepartment building, headed for the
cafeteria.

He starts across the largish open space whitte imidst of the campus, surrounded by
the Art Building, the gymnasium, the Science Buifgland the Administration Building,
and newly planted with grass and some hopefut litdes which should make it leafy
and shadowy and pleasant within a few years; thtat say, about the time when they
start tearing the whole place apart again. Thaasra tang of smog—called "eye
irritation” in blandese. The mountains of the Sabf&| Range—which still give San
Tomas State something of the glamour of a collegle bn a plateau of the Andes, on the
few days you can see them properly —are hiddenytadaisual in the sick yellow fumes
which arise from the metropolitan mess below.

And now, all around George, approaching himssirgg his path from every direction,
is the male and female raw material which is feitiydato this factory, along the
conveyer belts of the freeways, to be processetkgoed and placed on the market:
Negroes, Mexicans, Jews, Japanese, Chinese, Lalavs, Nordics, the dark heads far
predominating over the blond. Hurrying in pursditieeir schedules, loitering in flirty
talk, strolling in earnest argument, muttering sdesson to themselves alone—all book-
burdened, all harassed.

What do they think they're up to, here? Walkre is the official answer: preparing
themselves for life, which means a job and secumityhich to raise children to prepare
themselves for life which means a job and secimityhich. But, despite all the
vocational advisers, the pamphlets pointing odh&m what good money you can earn if
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you invest in some solid technical training—pharoiagy, let's say, or accountancy, or
the varied opportunities offered by the vast fiele&lectronics—there are still, incredibly
enough, quite a few of them who persist in writpagms, novels, plays! Goofy from
lack of sleep, they scribble in snatched momentsdsn classes, part-time employment
and their married lives. Their brains are dizzyhwitords as they mop out an operating
room, sort mail at a post office, fix baby's bagttky hamburgers. And somewhere, in the
midst of their servitude to the must-be, the maghtabe whispers to them to live, know,
experience—what? Marvels! The Season in Hell, thenky to the End of the Night, the
Seven Pillars of Wisdom, the Clear Light of the &ai. . Will any of them make it? Oh,
sure. One, at least. Two or three at most—in af¢hsearching thousands.

Here, in their midst, George feels a sortatigo. Oh God, what will become of them
all? What chance have they? Ought | to yell ouh&mn, right now, here, that it's
hopeless?

But George knows he can't do that. Becausyrdly, inadequately, in spite of
himself, almost, he is a representative of the h&pe the hope is not false. No. It's just
that George is like a man trying to sell a reahtbad for a nickel, on the street. The
diamond is protected from all but the tiniest fé@cause the great hurrying majority can
never stop to dare to believe that it could coratgliy be real.

Outside the cafeteria are announcements dafuttrent student activities: Squaws'
Night, Golden Fleece Picnic, Fogcutters' Ball, €i8ociety Meeting and the big game
against LPSC. These advertised rituals of the $anaB Tribe aren't quite convincing;
they are promoted only by a minority of eager beswvEhe rest of these boys and girls do
not really think of themselves as a tribe, althottgky are willing to pretend that they do
on special occasions. All that they actually haveammon is their urgency: the need to
get with it, to finish that assignment which shobll/e been handed in three days ago.
When George eavesdrops on their conversationn#asly always about what they have
failed to do, what they fear the professor will makem do, what they have risked not
doing and gotten away with.

The cafeteria is crammed. George stands atdbe looking around. Now that he is a
public utility, the property of STSC, he is impati¢o be used. He hates to see even one
minute of himself being wasted. He starts to vaationg the tables with a tentative
smile, a forty-watt smile ready to be switched o thundred and fifty watts just as soon
as anyone asks for it.

Now, to his relief, he sees Russ Dreyer, arey@r rises from his table to greet him.
He has no doubt been on the lookout for Georgeyddreas gradually become George's
personal attendant, executive officer, bodyguaklid-an angular, thin-faced young man
with a flat-top haircut and rimless glasses. Here@asomewhat sporty Hawaiian shirt
which, on him, seems like a prim shy concessiahéosportiness of the clothes around
him. His undershirt, appearing in the open V ofumbuttoned collar, looks surgically
clean, as always. Dreyer is a grade A scholarhe&uropean counterpart would
probably be a rather dry and brittle stick. But y@neis neither dry nor brittle. He has
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discreet humor and, as an ex-Marine, considerabighiness. He once described to
George a typical evening he and his wife, Marinefpent with his buddy Tom

Kugelman and Tom's wife. "Tom and | got into anuemgnt about Finnegans Wake. It
went on all through supper. So then the girls #ag were sick of listening to us, so they
went out to a movie. Tom and | did the dishes &gt to be ten o'clock and we were

still arguing and we hadn't convinced each otherw8 got some beer out of the icebox
and went out in the yard. Tom's building a shedethleut he hasn't got the roof on yet. So
then he challenged me to a chinning match, andaveed chinning ourselves on the
crossbeam over the door, and | whipped him thirteesieven.”

George is charmed by this story. Somehowljkesclassical Greece.
"Good morning, Russ."

"Good morning, sir." It isn't the age diffeocenwhich makes Dreyer call George "sir."
As soon as they come to the end of this quasiamylitelationship, he will start saying
"George," or even "Geo," without hesitation.

Together they go over to the coffee macHifienugs, select doughnuts from the
counter. As they turn toward the cash desk, Drelyps ahead of George with the change
ready. "No—let me, sir."

"You're always paying."
Dreyer grins. "We're in the chips, since | plarinette to work."
"She got that teaching job?"

"It just came through. Of course, it's onlgnpeorary. The only snag is, she has to get
up an hour earlier.”

"So you're fixing your own breakfast?"

"Oh, | can manage. Till she gets a job nearedr | get her pregnant.” He visibly
enjoys this man-to-man stuff with George. (Doe&maw about me? George wonders;
do any of them? Oh yes, probably. It wouldn't ies¢ithem. They don't want to know
about my feelings or my glands or anything belowmagk. | could just as well be a
severed head carried into the classroom to lettutieem from a dish.)

"Say, that reminds me," Dreyer is saying, "Meatte wanted me to ask you, sir—we
were wondering if you could manage to get out tagain before too long? We could
cook up some spaghetti. And maybe Tom could brireg that tape | was telling you
about —the one he got from the audio-visual upaak&ley, of Katherine Anne Porter
reading her stuff—"
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"That'd be fine," says George vaguely, witthesiasm. He glances up at the clock. "I
say, we ought to be going."

Dreyer isn't in the least damped by his vagssnProbably he does not want George
to come to supper any more than George wants tl igoall symbol-ic. Marinette has
told him to ask, and he has asked, and now it ioord that George has accepted, for
the second time, an invitation to their home. Aimd means that George is an intimate
and can be referred to in after years as partedf tircle in the old days. Oh yes, the
Dreyers will loyally do their part to make Georgelace secure among the grand old
bores of yesteryear. George can just picture ortleasie evenings in the 1990's, when
Russ is dean of an English department in the Mitiddst and Marinette is the mother of
grown-up sons and daughters. An audience of youstguictors and their wives,
symbolically entertaining Dr. and Mrs. Dreyer, Wik symbolically thrilled to catch the
Dean in an anecdotal mood, mooning and mumbling svifluddled smile through a maze
of wowless sagas, into which George and many mé#mr® will enter, uttering
misquotes. And Marinette, permanently smiling, witllistening with the third ear—the
one that has heard it all before—and praying fevesh o'clock to come. And it will
come. And all will agree that this has been a maivlerevening indeed.

As they walk toward the classroom, Dreyer &&srge what he thinks about what
Dr. Leavis said about Sir Charles Snow. (Thesefaunhappy Old Things and their
long ago battles are still hot news out here ire@yeHollow State.) "Well, first of all—"
George begins.

They are passing the tennis courts at this emtn©nly one court is occupied, by two
young men playing singles. The sun has come omtsuitiden fierce heat through the
smog-haze, and the two are stripped nearly nakeely fiave nothing on their bodies but
gym shoes and thick sweat socks and knit shottsedkind cyclists wear, very short and
close-fitting, molding themselves to the buttockd ¢he loins. They are absolutely
unaware of the passers-by, isolated in the intestoétheir game. You would think there
was no net between them. Their nakedness makessivm close to each other and
directly opposed, body to body, like fighters.Histwere a fight, though, it would be one-
sided, for the boy on the left is much the smalt.is Mexican, maybe, black-haired,
handsome, catlike, cruel, compact, lithe, muscujaick and graceful on his feet. His
body is a natural dark gold-brown; there is a fokeurly black hair on his chest and
belly and thighs. He plays hard and fast, with troastery, baring his white teeth,
unsmiling, as he slams back the ball. He is goongit. His opponent, the big blond boy,
already knows this; there is a touch-lug gallamrizis defense. He is so sweet-naturedly
beautiful, so nobly made; and yet his classicarremarble body seems a handicap to
him. The rules of the game inhibit it from functiog. He is fighting at a hopeless
disadvantage. He should throw away his useles&tachult over the net, and force the
cruel little gold cat to submit to his marble sgén No, on the contrary, the blond boy
accepts the rules, binds himself by them, will sutfefeat and humiliation rather than
break them. His helpless bigness and blondnesshgivan air of unmodern chivalry. He
will fight clean, a perfect sportsman, until he hast the last game. And won't this keep
happening to him all through Ins life? Won't he kgetting himself involved in the
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wrong kind of game, the kind of game he was newen ko play, against an opponent
who is quick and clever and merciless?

This game is cruel; but its cruelty is sensural stirs George into hot excitement. He
feels a thrill of pleasure to find the senses ggeea their response; too often, now, they
seem sadly jaded. From his heart, he thanks thmsegyanimals for their beauty. And
they will never know what they have done to make thoment marvelous to him, and
life itself less hateful ...

Dreyer is saying, "Sorry, sir—I lost you fomanute, there. | understand about the
two cultures, of course —but do you mean you agiée Dr. Leavis?" Far from taking
the faintest interest in the tennis players, Drayalks with his body half turned away
from them, his whole concentration fixed upon Getggalking head.

For it obviously has been talking. Georgeiresl this with the same discomfiture he
felt on the freeway, when the chauffeur-figure tham clear downtown. Oh yes, he
knows from experience what the talking head carale,in the evening, when he is
bored and tired and drunk, to help him through laghrty. It can play back all of
George's favorite theories—just as long as it emgtied with; then it may become
confused. It knows at least three dozen of his &estdotes. But here, in broad daylight,
during campus hours, when George should be on-staggg second, in full control of his
performance! Can it be that talking head and tlauffur are in league? Are they maybe
planning a merger?

"We really haven't time to go into all thight now," he tells Dreyer smoothly. "And
anyhow, I'd like to check up on the Leavis lectagain. I've still got that issue of The
Spectator somewhere at home, | think. . . Oh, byathy, did you ever get to read that
piece on Mailer, about a month ago—in Esquire, washlit's one of the best things I've
seenin a long time...."

GEORGE'S classroom has two doors in its lotg wall, one up front, the other at
the back of the room. Most of the students entenfthe back because, with an
infuriating sheep-obstinacy, they love to huddigettver, confronting their teachers from
behind a barrier made of empty seats. But this senthe class is only a trifle smaller
than the capacity of the room. Late comers areefbto sit farther and farther forward, to
George's sly satisfaction; finally, they have tketéthe second row. As for the front row,
which most of them shun so doggedly, George cathét up with his regulars: Russ
Dreyer, Tom Kugelman, Sister Maria, Mr. Stoessais.NNetta Torres, Kenny Potter,
Lois Yamaguchi.

George never enters the classroom with Dreyeany other student. A deeply rooted
dramatic instinct forbids him to do so. This islkgall that he uses his office for—as a
place to withdraw into before class, ',imply in@rdo re-emerge from it and make his
entrance. He doesn't interview students in it, beedhese offices are shared by at least
two faculty members, and Dr. Gottlieb, who teadihesMetaphysical Poets, is nearly
always there. George cannot talk to another hurearglas if the two of them were alone
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when, in fact, they aren't. Even such a harmlesstgun as "What do you honestly think
of Emerson?" sounds indecently intimate, and suciidcriticism as "What you've
written is a mixed metaphor and it doesn't mearthang” sounds unnecessarily cruel,
when Dr. Gottlieb is right there at the other distening or, what's worse, pretending
not to listen. But Gottlieb obviously doesn't fé@k way. Perhaps it is a peculiarly
British scruple.

So now, leaving Dreyer, George goes into ffieeo It is right across the hallway.
Gottlieb isn't there, for a wonder. George peefbthe window between the slats of
the Venetian blinds and sees, in the far distaithestwo tennis players still at their game.
He coughs, fingers the telephone directory witHooking at it, closes the empty drawer
in his desk, which has been pulled open a littleerT; abruptly, he turns, takes his
briefcase out of the closet, leaves the office @odses to the front classroom door.

His entrance is quite undramatic accordingaiaventional standards. Nevertheless,
this is a subtly contrived, outrageously theatrafé&ct. No hush falls as George walks in.
Most of the students go right on talking. But tlaeg all watching him, waiting for him to
give some sign, no matter how slight, that thesclago begin. The effect is a subtle but
gradually increasing tension, caused by Georgasrtg refusal to give this sign and the
students' counterdetermination not to stop talkingl he gives it.

Meanwhile, he stands there. Slowly, delibdyatike a magician, he takes a single
book out of his briefcase and places it on theirgpdesk. As he does this, his eyes move
over the faces of the class. His lips curve ini@tfiaut bold smile. Some of them smile
back at him. George finds this frank confrontaottraordinarily exhilarating. He draws
strength from these smiles, these bright young.dy@shim, this is one of the peak
moments of the day. He feels brilliant, vital, daaging, slightly mysterious and, above
all, foreign. His neat dark clothes, his white drehirt and tie (the only tie in the room)
are uncompromisingly alien from the aggressivetijlerinformality of the young male
students. Most of these wear sneakers and gagevtase wool socks, jeans in cold
weather, and in warm weather shorts (the thighgetip Bermuda type—the more
becoming short ones aren't considered quite dedeéiit)s really warm, they'll roll up
their sleeves and sometimes leave their shirtsquatively unbuttoned to show curly
chest hair and a St. Christopher medal. They |lcak they were ready at any minute to
switch from studying to ditch-digging or gang-figig. They seem like mere clumsy kids
in contrast with the girls, for these have all satgn their teen-age phase of Capri pants,
sloppy shirts and giant heads of teased-up haey Bine mature women, and they come
to class dressed as if for a highly respectabliy par

This morning George notes that all of his fraow regulars are present. Dreyer and
Kugelman are the only ones he has actually askbdlpofill the gap by sitting there; the
rest of them have their individual reasons for daon. While George is teaching, Dreyer
watches him with an encouraging alertness; but §&knows that Dreyer isn't really
impressed by him. To Dreyer, George will always aeéman academic amateur; his
degrees and background are British and therefds®ds. Still, George is the Skipper,
the Old Man; and Dreyer, by supporting his autlypstipports the structure of values up
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which he himself proposes to climb. So he wills fgedao be brilliant and impress the
outsiders—that is to say, everyone else in thesclBse fanny thing is that Dreyer, with
the clear conscience of absolute loyalty, feele feewhisper to Kugelman, his lieutenant,
as often as he wants to. Whenever this happensg&éngs to stop talking and listen to
what they are saying about him. Instinctively, Ggois sure that Dreyer would never
dream of talking about anyone else during clasg:would be bad manners.

Sister Maria belongs to a teaching order. @il get her credential and become a
teacher herself. She is, no doubt, a fairly normaimaginative, hardworking good
young woman; and no doubt she sits up front bechts#ps her concentrate, maybe
even because the boys still interest her a littte she wants to avoid looking at them. But
we, most of us, lose our sense of proportion irptlesence of a nun; and George, thus
exposed at short range to this bride of Christeindncompromising medieval habit,
finds
himself becoming flustered, defensive. An unwillcanscript in Hell's legions, he faces
the soldier of Heaven across the front line okacdeedingly polite cold war. In every
sentence he addresses to her, he calls her "Sistdach is probably just what she doesn't
want.

Mr. Stoessel sits in the front row because hee&f dnd middle-aged and only lately
arrived from Europe, and his English is terrible.

Mrs. Netta Torres is also middle-aged. She seerbs taking this course out of mere
curiosity or to fill in idle hours. She has the koof a divorcee. She sits up front because
her interest is centered frankly and brutally oroge as George. She watches rather than
listens to him. She even seems to be "readingibrsls indirectly, through a sort of
Braille made up of his gestures, inflections, maisnes. And this almost tactile scrutiny
is accompanied by a motherly smile, for, to Mrstr&s, George is just a small boy,
really, and so cute. George would love to catchoa¢iand discourage her from attending
his class by giving her low grades. But, alas, &r@tcMrs. Torres is listening as well as
watching; she can repeat what he has been sayord, far word.

Kenny Potter sits in the front row because he'atiwimowadays called crazy, meaning
only that he tends to do the opposite of what mpesple do; not on principle, however,
and certainly not out of aggressiveness. Probadily/tbho vague to notice the manners
and customs of the tribe, and too lazy to folloent) anyway. He is a tall skinny boy
with very broad stooped shoulders, gold-red hasmall head, small bright-blue eyes.
He would be conventionally handsome if he didniteha beaky nose; but it is a nice one,
a large, humorous organ.

George finds himself almost continuously awar&efiny's presence in the room, but
this doesn't mean that he regards Kenny as anQilyno—he can never venture to take
Kenny for granted. Sometimes when George makekeagnd Kenny laughs his deep,
rather wild, laugh, George feels he is being ladghih. At
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oilier times, when the laugh comes a fractioa ofioment late, George gets a spooky
impression that Kenny is laughing not at the jokedi the whole situation: the
educational system of this country, and all theneaaic and political and psychological
forces which have brought them into this classroogether. At such limes, George
suspects Kenny of understanding the in-nermost mganf life—of being, in fact, some
sort of a genius (though you would certainly neyeess this from his term papers). And
then again, maybe Kenny is just very young fordgs, and misleadingly charming, and
silly.

Lois Yamaguchi sits beside Kenny because shesigitiifriend; at least, they are nearly
always together. She smiles at George in a wayntlaies him wonder if she and Kenny
have private jokes about him—but who can be suangthing with these enigmatic
Asians? Alexander Mong smiles enigmatically, tébaugh his beautiful head almost
certainly contains nothing but clotted oil paintis and Alexander are by far the most
beautiful creatures in the class; their beautikis the beauty of plants, seemingly
untroubled by vanity, anxiety or effort.

All this while, the tension has been mounting. gedhas continued to smile at the
talkers and to preserve his wonderful provocatietoaramatic silence. And now, at last,
after nearly four whole minutes, his silence hasge®red them. The talking dies down.
Those who have already stopped talking shush trereitGeorge has triumphed. But his
triumph lasts only for a moment. For now he mustkrhis own spell. Now he must cast
off his mysteriousness and stand revealed as iim&t-d-dozen thing, a teacher, to whom
the class has got to listen, no matter whetherbelsior stammers or speaks with the
tongue of an angel—that's neither here nor thdne.class has got to listen to George
because, by virtue of the powers vested in himhleyState of California, he can make
them submit to and study even his crassest pregadits most irresponsible caprices, as
so many valuable clues to the problem: How canpress, flatter or otherwise con this
cantankerous old thing into giving me a good grade?

Yes, alas, now he must spoil everything. Now hstrspeak.

"AFTER many a summer dies the swan.' " Georges thk words off his tongue with
such hammy harmonics, such shameless relish,hisasdunds like a parody of W. B.
Yeats reciting. (He comes down on "dies" with aagtbump to compensate for the
"And" which Aldous Huxley has chopped off from theginning of the original line.)
Then, having managed to startle or embarrass sttdef@w of them, he looks around the
room with an ironical grin and says quickly, schasterishly, "I take it you've all read
the Huxley novel by this time, seeing that | asiked to more than three weeks ago?"
Out of the corner of his eye, he notices Buddye8sen's evident dismay, which is not
unexpected, and Estelle Oxford's indignant now-ttedlyme shrug of the shoulders,
which is more serious. Estelle is one of his beghstudents. Just because she is bright,
she is more conscious of being a Negro, appardahty the other colored students in the
class are; in fact, she is hypersensitive. Geangpects her of suspecting him of all kinds
of subtle discrimination. Probably she wasn't@ tbom when he told them to read the
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novel. Damn, he should have noticed that and teiddter. He is a bit intimidated by
her. Also he likes her and is sorry. Also he resém way she makes him feel.

"Oh well," he says, as nicely as he can, "if ahyau haven't read it yet, that's not too
important. Just listen to what's said this mornary] then you can read it and see if you
agree or disagree.”

He looks at Estelle and smiles. She smiles bagkthss time, it's going to be all right.

"The title is, of course, a quotation from Tennysgoem "Tithonus." And, by the way,
while we're on the subject—who was Tithonus?"

Silence. He looks from face to face. Nobody kndixen Dreyer doesn't know. And,
Christ, how typical this is! Tithonus doesn't comcthem because he's at two removes
from their subject. Huxley, Tennyson, Tithonus. f¥heeprepared to go as far as
Tennyson, but not one step farther. There theiosily ends. Because, basically, they
don't give a shit, .

"You seriously mean to tell me that none of yoows who Tithonus was? That none of
you could be bothered to find out? Well then, iselyou all to spend part of your
weekend reading Graves's Greek Myths, and the ftseth | must say, | don't see how
anyone can pretend to be interested in a novel \wkatoesn't even stop to ask himself
what its title means."

This spurt of ill temper dismays George as soomealsas discharged it. Oh dear, he is
getting nasty! And the worst is, he never knows mvhe's going to behave like this. He
has no time to check himself. Shamefaced now, aoiliag all their eyes—Kenny
Potter's particularly—he fastens his gaze highmughe wall opposite.

"Well, to begin at the beginning, Aphrodite onegight her lover Ares in bed with Eos,
the goddess of the Dawn. (You'd better look thdmlwhile you're about it.)
Aphrodite was furious, of course, so she cursedviithsa craze for handsome mortal
boys—to teach her to leave other people's godeadl¢Beorge gets a giggle on this line
from someone and is relieved; he has feared theydime offended by their scolding
and would sulk.) Not lowering his eyes yet, he sams, with a grin sounding in his
voice, "Eos was terribly embarrassed, but she falsdjust couldn't control herself, so
she started kidnapping and seducing boys fromdhé.eTithonus was one of them. As a
matter of fact, she took his brother Ganymede atong-for company—" (Louder
giggles, from several parts of the room, this timMenfortunately, Zeus saw Ganymede
and fell madly in love with him." (If Sister Maria shocked, that's too bad. George
doesn't look at her, however, but at Wally Bryanbett whom he couldn't be more
certain—and, sure enough, Wally is wriggling wittight.) "So, knowing that she'd
have to give up Ganymede anyway, Eos asked Zeusddwbhe, in exchange, make
Tithonus immortal? So Zeus said, of course, wh atd lie did it. But Eos was so
stupid, she forgot to ask him to give Tithonusmdéyouth as well. Incidentally, that
could quite easily have been arranged; SelenaMitman goddess, fixed it up for her boy
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friend Endymion. The only trouble there was thdeBe didn't care to do anything but
kiss, whereas Endymion had other ideas; so shkeipuinto an eternal sleep to keep him
quiet. And it's not much fun being beautiful foreewand ever, when you can't even wake
up and look at yourself in a mirror.” (Nearly eMeogly is smiling, now—yes, even Sister
Maria. George beams at them. He does so hate wapleess.) "Where was 1? Oh yes—
so poor Tithonus gradually became a repulsively amah old man—" (Loud laughter.)
"And Eos, with the charac-teristic heartlessness gbddess, got bored with him and
locked him up. And he got more and more gaga, lisd/oice got shriller and shriller,
until suddenly one day he turned into a cicada.”

This is a miserably weak payoff. George hasn'eeted it to work, and it doesn't. Mr.
Stoessel is quite frantic with incomprehension appeals to Dreyer in desperate
whispers. Dreyer whispers back explanations, wbatse further misunderstandings.
Mr. Stoessel gets it at last and exclaims, "Ach stte-Zikade!" in a reproachful tone
which implies that it's George and the entire Arghoerican world who have been
mispronouncing the word. But by now George hasexfanp again—and with a change
of attitude. He's no longer wooing them, entertagrthem; he's telling them, briskly,
authoritatively. It is the voice of a judge, summump and charging the jury.

"Huxley's general reason for choosing this tgl@bvious. However, you will have to

ask yourselves how far it will bear applicatiordietail to the circumstances of the story.
For example, the fifth Earl of Goniar can be acedfs a counterpart of Tithonus, an:
ends by turning into a monkey, just as Tithonuaedrinto an insect. But what about Jo
Stoyte? And a Obispo? He's far more like Goeth&phstopheles than like Zeus. And
who is Eos? Not Virginia Maunciple, surely. For dhimmg, | feel sure she doesn't up
early enough.” Nobody sees this joke. George somestihrows one away, despite all his
experience, by muttering it, English style. A biqyeed by their failure to applaud, he
continues, in an almost bully tone, "But, beforecaa go any further, you've got to make
up your minds what this novel actually about."

They spend the rest of the hour making up therdsi

At first, as always, there is blank silence. Tlass sits staring, as it were, at the
semantically prodigious word. About. What is it abBdWell, what George want them to
say it's about? They'll say about anything he |ik@ything at all. For nearly all of them,
despite their academic training, deep, deep doiNmegard this about business as a
tiresomely sophisticated game. As for the minontyo have cultivated the about
approach until it has become second nature, whenaigd writing an about book of the
own one day, on Faulkner, James or Conrad, praléfigitively that all previous about
books on that subject are about nothing—they ageirig to say anything yet awhile.
They are waiting for the moment when the can coonwdrd like star detectives with the
solution to Huxley's crime. Meanwhile, let thelétones flounder. Let the mud be stirred
up, first.

The mud is obligingly stirred up by Alexander Moikte knows what he's doing, of
course. He isn't dumb. Maybe it's even part ophitosophy as an abstract painter to
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regard anything figurative as merely childish. AuCasian would get aggressive about
this, but not Alexander. With that beautiful Chiaesnile, he says, "It's about this rich
guy who's jealous because he's :afraid he's totoolthis girl of his, and he thinks this
young guy is on the make for her, only he isn'tl ha doesn't have a hope, because she
and the doctor already made the scene. So thguigkshoots the young guy by mistake,
and the doctor like covers up for them and theg #ilego to England to find this Earl
character who's monkeying around with a chick celéar—"

A roar of joy at this. George smiles good-spotyrend says, "You left out Mr. Pordage
and Mr. Propter —what do they do?"

"Pordage? Oh yes—he's the one that finds out dhelEarl eating those crazy fish—"
"Carp."

"That's right. And Propter"—Alexander grins andasches his head, clowning it up a
bit— "I'm sorry, sir. You'll just have to excuse nhenean, | didn't hit the sack till like

half past two this morning, trying to figure thatt out. Wow! | don't dig that jazz."

More laughter. Alexander has fulfilled his funcetidde has put the case, charmingly, for
the philistines. Now tongues are loosened andritjeast can proceed.

Here are some of its findings:

Mr. Propter shouldn't have said the ego is untba;proves that he has no faith in
human nature.

This novel is arid and abstract mysticism. Whatdoneed eternity for, anyway?

This novel is clever but cynical. Huxley shouldedlmore on the warm human
emotions.

This novel is a wonderful spiritual sermon. Itdkas us that we aren't meant to pry into
the mysteries of life. We mustn't tamper with eitgtn

Huxley is marvelously zany. He wants to get riggebple and make the world safe for
animals and spirits.

To say time is evil because evil happens in tisrée saying the ocean is a fish because
fish happen in the ocean.

Mr. Propter has no sex life. This makes him un@acing as a character.
Mr. Propter's sex life is unconvincing.

Mr. Propter is a Jeffersonian democrat, an ansticaiBolshevik, a proto-John-Bircher.
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Mr. Propter is an escapist. This is illustratedhry conversation with Pete about the
Civil War in Spain. Pete was a good guy until Mrofer brainwashed him and he had a
failure of nerve and started to believe in God.

Huxley really understands women. Giving Virginieoge-colored motor scooter was a
perfect touch.

And so on and so forth. ...

George stands there smiling, saying very litéétjng them enjoy themselves. He
presides over the novel like an attendant at aarhooth, encouraging the crowd to
throw and smash their targets; it's all good clean However, there are certain ground
rules which must be upheld. When someone stagbaont mescaline and lysergic acid,
implying that Mr. Huxley is next door to being apdoaddict, George curtly contradicts
him. When someone else coyly tries to turn theicléfie roman—Is there, couldn't there
be some connection between a certain notoriousdadylo Stoyte's shooting of Pete?—
George tells him absolutely not; that fairy talesvexploded back in the thirties.

And now comes a question George has been expelttisgisked, of course, by Myron
Hirsch, that indefatigable heckler of the goyimir;'8ere on page seventy-nine, Mr.
Propter says the stupidest text in the Bible my'thated me without a cause.' Does he
mean by that the Nazis were right to hate the JésvBi2ixley anti-Semitic?"

George draws a long breath. "No," he answers wildI

And then, after a pause of expectant silence—ts=sds rather thrilled by Myron's
bluntness—he repeats, loudly and severely, "No—HMixley is not anti-Semitic. The
Nazis were not right to hate the Jews. But thelingathe Jews was not without a cause.
No one ever hates without a cause....

"Look—Iet's leave the Jews out of this, shall Wéf?atever attitude you take, it's
impossible to discuss Jews objectively nowadays.dbably won't be possible for the
next twenty years. So let's think about this imgiof some other minority, any one you
like, but a small one—one that isn't organized doelsn't have any committees to defend
it...."

George looks at Wally Bryant with a deep shiniogkl that says, | am with you, little
minority-sister. Wally is plump and sallow-facedgdahe care he takes to comb his wavy
hair and keep his nails filed and polished ancelgebrows discreetly plucked only makes
him that much less appetizing. Obviously he haetstdod George's look. He is
embarrassed. Never mind! George is going to teaoraHesson now that he'll never
forget. Is going to turn Wally's eyes into his tthsioul. Is going to give him courage to
throw away his nail file and face the truth of lis....
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"Now, for example, people with freckles aren'tugbt of as a minority by the non-
freckled. They aren't a minority in the sense wigheng about. And why aren't they?
Because a minority is only thought of as a minowtyen it constitutes some kind of a
threat to the majority, real or imaginary. And hoeat is ever quite imaginary. Anyone
here disagree with that? If you do, just ask ydér¥eéhat would this particular minority
do if it suddenly became the majority overnightusee what | mean? Well, if you
don't—think it over!

"All right. Now along come the liberals—includimyerybody in this room, | trust—and
they say, 'Minorities are just people, like usreSuminorities are people—people, not
angels. Sure, they're like us—but not exactly likethat's the all-too-familiar state of
liberal hysteria in which you begin to kid yoursgtfu honestly cannot see any difference
between a Negro and a Swede. . . ." (Why, oh wigrdaGeorge say "between Estelle
Oxford and Buddy Sorensen"? Maybe, if he did démere would be a great atomic blast
of laughter, and everybody would embrace, and ihgdom of heaven would begin,

right here in classroom . But then again, maykeuldn't.)

"So, let's face it, minorities are people who @daly look and act and- think differently
from us and hay faults we don't have. We may dedlile way they look and act, and we
may hate their faults. And it's better if we adtoitisliking and hating them than if we
try to smear our feelings over with pseudo libssitimentality. If we're frank about our
feelings, we have a safety valve; and if we hasafaty valve, we're actually less likely
to start persecuting. | know that theory is unfashble nowadays. We all keep trying to
believe that if we ignore something long enoudhjutst vanish....

"Where was |I? Oh yes. Well, now, suppose this nityndoes get persecuted, never
mind why——political, economic, psychological reasoRisere always is a reason, no
matter how wrong it is—that's my point. And, of cee, persecution itself is always
wrong; I'm sure we all agree there. But the wofst i3, we now run into another liberal
heresy. Because the persecuting majority is végs she liberal, therefore the persecuted
minority must be stainlessly pure. Can't you seatwlonsense that is? What's to prevent
the bad from being persecuted by the worse? DithalChristian victims in the arena
have to be saints?

"And I'll tell you something else. A minority hés own kind of aggression. It absolutely
dares the majority to attack it. It hates the migjernot without a cause, | grant you. It
even hates the other minorities, because all ntiesrare in competition: each one
proclaims that its sufferings are the worst anavitsngs are the blackest. And the more
they all hate, and the more they're all persecukednastier they become! Do you think it
makes people nasty to be loved? You know it ddeBnén why should it make them
nice to be loathed? While you're being persecyted hate what's happening to You,
you hate the people who are making it happen; gon'a world of hate. Why, you
wouldn't recognize love if you met it! You'd susplewe! You'd think there was
something behind it—some motive—some trick..."
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By this time, George no longer knows what he hrasqx or disproved, whose side, if
any, he is arguing on, or indeed just exactly wieats talking about. And yet these
sentences have blurted themselves out of his nwitithgenuine passion. He has meant
every one of them, be they sense or nonsense. $Hadmainistered them like strokes of a
lash, to whip Wally awake, and Estelle too, and dyrand all of them. He who has ears
to hear, let him hear.

Wally continues to look embarrassed—but, no, eeitthipped nor awakened. And now
George becomes aware that Wally's eyes are noromgeis face; they are raised and
focused on a point somewhere behind him, on theakalve his head. And now, as he
glances rapidly across the room, faltering, losmgmentum, George sees all the other
pairs of eyes raised also - focused on that daroloe#t. He doesn't need to turn and look
for himself; he knows he must be running overtiBreisquely he breaks off, telling
them, "We'll go on with this on Monday." And thely rgse instantly to their feet,
collecting their books, breaking into chatter.

Well, after all, what else can you expect? Theyehta hurry, most of them, to get
someplace else within the next ten minutes. Neetrtis, George's feathers are ruffled.
It's been a long time since last he forgot andhileself get Up steam like this, right at the
end of a period. How humiliating! The silly enthasstic old prof, rambling on,
disregarding the clock, and the class sighingselfit He's off again! Just for a moment,
George hates them, hates their brute basic indiife, as they drain quickly out of the
room. Once again, the diamond has been offeredghufidr a nickel, and they have
turned from it with a shrug and a grin, thinking thid peddler crazy.

So he smiles with an extra benevolence on thosehakie lingered behind to ask him
guestions. Sister Maria merely wants to know if (gepwhen he sets the final
examination, will require them to have read althafse books which Mr. Huxley
mentions in this novel. George thinks, How amusotell her, yes, including The Days
of Sodom. But he doesn't, of course. He reassunearid she goes away happy, her
academic load that much lighter.

And then Buddy Sorensen merely wants to excusedifnil'm sorry, sir. | didn't read
the Huxley cause | thought you'd be going throughith first.” Is this sheer idiocy or
slyness? George can't be bothered to find out. tBaBomb!" he says, staring at
Buddy's button; and Buddy, to whom he ha saidlibfere, grins happily. "Yes, sir, you
bet!"

Mrs. Netta Torres wants to know if Mr. Huxley han actual English village in mind as
the original of his Gonister. George is unablertsveer this. He can only tell Mrs. Torres
that, in the last chapter, when Obispo and Stayte\arginia are in search of the fifth
Earl, they appear to be driving out of London soathwesterly direction. So, most
likely, Gonister is supposed to be somewhere in pinine or Sussex. . . . But now it
becomes clear that Mrs. Torres' question has beeetext, merely. She has brought up
the subject of England in order to tell him thag sipent three unforgettable weeks there,
ten years ago. Only most of it was in Scotland, thedrest all in London. "Whenever
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you're speaking to us," she tells George, as hes &yvently probe his face, "I keep
remembering that beautiful accent. It's like mugiGeorge is strongly tempted to ask her
just which accent she has in mind. Can it be CogkmeSorbals?) And now Mrs. Torres
wants to know the name of his birthplace, and he ber, and she has never heard of it.
He takes advantage of her momentary frustratidreéak off their tete-a-tete.

AGAIN George's office comes in useful; he goes ihto escape from Mrs. Torres. He
finds Dr. Gottlieb there.

Gottlieb is all excited because he has just rexkftom England a new book about
Francis Quarles, written by an Oxford don. Gottlebbably knows every bit as much
about Quarles as the don does. But Oxford, towearmup all its majesty behind this don,
its child, utterly overawes poor little Gottliebhaswas born in one of the wrong parts of
Chicago. "It makes you realize," he says, "the bemknd you need, to do a job like this."
And George feels saddened and depressed, becatiBelGibviously wishes, above all
else in life, that he could turn himself into tinaiserable don and learn to write his
spiteful-playful, tight-assed vinegar prose.

Having held the book in his hands for a momenttanoed its pages with appropriate
respect, George decides that he needs somethaad.tAs he steps out of the building,
the first people he recognizes are Kenny PotterLanslYamaguchi. They are sitting on
the grass under one of the newly planted treedr Tiee is even smaller than the others.
It has barely a dozen leaves on it. To sit undat &l seems ridiculous; perhaps this is
just why Kenny chose it. He and Lois look as thotlgy were children playing at being
stranded on a South Pacific atoll. Thinking thisp@e smiles at them. They smile back,
and then Lois starts to laugh, in her dainty-shawed Japanese way. George passes
quite close by their atoll as a steamship mightheuit stopping. Lois seems to know
what he

caricatures; | mean, you seem to see what eacls @mout, and it's very crude and
simplified. One's absurdly vain, and another er#tly worrying himself sick, and
another is longing to pick a fight. And then yoe severy few who are simply beautiful,
just because they aren't anxious or aggressivet apgthing; they're taking life as it
comes. . . . Oh, and everything becomes more amd theee-dimensional: Curtains get
heavy and sculptured-looking, and wood is veryrgrafnd flowers and plants are quite
obviously alive. | remember a pot of violets—thegren't moving, but you knew they
could move. Each one was like a snake reared unheds on its coils. . . . And then,
while the thing is working full strength, it's dshe walls of the room and everything
around you were breathing, and the grain in wooéwegins to flow, as though it were
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a liquid. « . . And then it all slowly dies downaig, back to normal. You don't have any
hangover. Afterwards | felt fine. | ate a huge srgp

"You didn't take it again after that?"

"No. | found I didn't want to, particularly. It wgust an experience I'd had. | gave the
rest of the capsules to friends. One of them sattypmuch what | saw, and another
didn't see anything. And one told me she'd nevenls® scared in her whole life. But |
suspect she was only being polite. Like thankingafparty—"

"You don't have any of those capsules left nowyalg, sir?"

"No, Kenny, | do not! And even if | had, | woultdistribute them among the student
body. | can think of much more amusing ways torggself thrown out of this place.”

Kenny grins. "Sorry, sir. | was only wondering...I guess, if | really wanted the stuff, |
could get it all right. You can get most anythirfglmat kind, right here on campus. This
friend of Lois's got it here. He claims, when hekd, he saw God."

"Well, maybe he did. Maybe | just didn't take egll

is, for she waves gaily to him exactly as one w8awea steamship, with an enchantingly
delicate gesture of her tiny wrist and hand. Kewayes also, but it is doubtful if he
knows; he is only following Lois's example. Anyhateir waving charms George's
heart. He waves back to them. The old steamshipglengoung castaways have
exchanged signals—but not signals for help. Thepeet each other's privacy. They
have no desire for involvement. They simply wisbhheather well. Again, as by the

tennis players, George feels that his day has beghtened; but, this time, the emotion
isn't in the least disturbing. It is peaceful, eadi George steams on toward the cafeteria,
smiling to himself, not even wanting to look back.

But then he hears "Sir!" right behind him, anddmas and it's Kenny. Kenny has come
running up silently in his sneakers. George suppbsewill ask some specific question
such as what book are they going to read nexisscland then leave again. But no,
Kenny drops into step beside him, remarking in &enaf-fact voice, "l have to go
down to the bookshop." He doesn't ask if Georgmisg to the bookshop and George
doesn't tell him that he hasn't been planning to.

"Did you ever take mescaline, sir?"
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"Yes, once. In New York. That was about eight gesgo. There weren't any regulations
against selling it then. | just went into a drugstand ordered some. They'd never heard
of it, but they got it for me in a few days."

"And did it make you see things—Ilike mystical viss and stuff?"

"No. Not what you could call visions. At first&lt seasick. Not badly. And scared a bit,
of course. Like Dr. Jekyll might have felt afterdheaken his drug for the first time. And
then certain colors began to get very bright aaddbut. You couldn't think why
everybody didn't notice them. | remember a womadspurse lying on a table in a
restaurant—it was like a public scandal! And pespfieces turn into

Kenny looks down at George. He seems amused. Kifow something, sir? | bet, even
if you had seen God, you wouldn't tell us.”

"What makes you say that?"

"It's what Lois says. She thinks you're—well, kimficcagey. Like this morning, when
you were listening to all that crap we were talkaigput Huxley—"

"l didn't notice you doing much talking. | dortiirtk you opened your mouth once."”

"I was watching you. No kidding, | think Lois ight! You let us ramble on, and then
you straighten us out, and I'm not saying you death us a lot of interesting stuff—you
do—~but you never tell us all you know about sonreghi .."

George feels flattered and excited. Kenny hasmelleed to him like this before. He
can't resist slipping into the role Kenny so temgity offers him.

"Well—maybe that's true, up to a point. You seeniy, there are some things you don't
even know you know, until you're asked."

They have reached the tennis courts. The cowetalbin use now, dotted with moving
figures. But George, with the lizard-quick glandeaweteran addict, has already noted
that the morning's pair has left and that nonde$¢ players is physically attractive. On
the nearest court, a fat, middle-aged faculty mernsoglaying to work up a sweat,
against a girl with hair on her legs.

"Someone has to ask you a question,” George agrgimeaningly, "before you can
answer it. But it's so seldom you find anyone wlask the right questions. Most people
aren't that much interested.. . ."

Kenny is silent. Is he thinking this over? Is loéng to ask George something right now?
George's pulse quickens with anticipation.
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"It's not that | want to be cagey," he says, kegiis eyes on the ground and making
this as impersonal as he can. "You know, Kennyftmn | feel | want to tell things,
discuss things, absolutely frankly. | don't

mean in class, of course—that wouldn't work. 8one would be sure to
misunderstand. . . ."

Silence. George glances quickly up at Kenny aed #eat he's looking, though without
any apparent interest, at the hirsute girl. Perhapsasn't even been listening. It's
impossible to tell.

"Maybe this friend of Lois's didn't see God, atély" says Kenny abruptly. "I mean, he
might have been kidding himself. | mean, not taaglafter he took the stuff, he had a
breakdown. He was locked up for three months imstitution. He told Lois that while
he was having this breakdown he turned into a agedl he could put out stars. I'm not
kidding! He said he could put out seven of thera aitne. He was scared of the police,
though. He said the police had a machine for catctlevils and liquidating them. It was
called a Mo-machine. Mo, that's Om—you know, $iattindian word for God—spelled
backwards."

"If the police liquidated devils, that would meiduey were angels, wouldn't it? Well, that
certainly makes sense. A place where the policagels has to be an insane asylum."

Kenny is still laughing loudly at this when thesach the bookshop. He wants to buy a
pencil sharpener. They have them in plastic covetspr green or blue or yellow. Kenny
takes a red one.

"What was it you wanted to get, sir?"

"Well, nothing, actually."”

"You mean, you walked all the way down here jodtéep me company?"

"Sure. Why not?"

Kenny seems sincerely surprised and pleased. ;Whihk you deserve something for
that! Here, sir, take one of these. It's on me."

"Oh, but—well, thank you!" George is actually diurgy a little. It's as if he has been
offered a rose. He chooses a yellow sharpener.

Kenny grins. "l kind of expected you'd pick bluBAhy?"

"Isn't blue supposed to be spiritual?"
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"What makes you think | want to be spiritual? Armav come you picked red?"
"What's red stand for?"

"Rage and lust.”

"No kidding?"

They remain silent, grinning almost intimately.dége feels that, even if all this
doubletalk hasn't brought them any closer to urideding each other, the not-
understanding, the readiness to remain at crogmpas, is in itself a kind of intimacy.
Then Kenny pays for the pencil sharpeners and wlaigdsand with a gesture which
implies casual, undeferential dismissal. "I'll ye& around.”

He strolls away. George lingers on in the bookdsleoa few minutes, lest he should
seem to be following him.

IF eating is regarded as a sacrament, then thdtyadining room must be compared to
the bleakest and barest of Quaker meetinghousesoiNmession here to the ritualism of
food served snugly and appetizingly in togethern€ss room is an anti-restaurant. It is
much too clean, with its chromium-and-plastic tablauch too tidy, with its brown
metal wastebaskets for soiled paper napkins ardipeger cups; and, in contrast to the
vast human rattle of the students' dining room, oo quiet. Its quietness is listless,
embarrassed, self-conscious. And the room isntt exedde venerable or at least
formidable, like an Oxford or Cambridge high talidg the age of its occupants. Most of
these people are relatively young; George is orteeo€ldest.

Christ, it is sad, sad to see on quite a few e$¢hfaces—young ones particularly—a
glum, defeated look. Why do they feel this way alibair lives? Sure, they are
underpaid. Sure, they have no great prospectegicdmmercial sense. Sure, they can't
enjoy the bliss of mingling with corporation exdeas. But isn't it any consolation to be
with students who are still three-quarters aliv@®tlit some tiny satisfaction to be of use,
instead of helping to turn out useless consumedsgf®dsn't it something to know that
you belong to one of the few professions in thisritoy which isn't hopelessly corrupt?

For these glum ones, apparently not. They woldl dut, if they dared try. But they

have prepared themselves for this job, and now liaee got to go through with it. They
have wasted the time in which
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they should have been learning to cheat and grdli@ They have cut themselves off
from the majority—the middlemen, the hucksters,gh@moters—by laboriously
acquiring all this dry, discredited knowledge —destited, that is to say, by the
middleman, because he can get along without itth&Imiddleman wants are its
products, its practical applications. These prafesare suckers, he says. What's the use
of knowing something if you don't make money ouit®fAnt the glum ones more than
half agree with him and fee privately ashamed ¢fi@ing smart and crooked.

George goes through into the serving room. Orctlumter are steaming casseroles from
which the waitresses dish you out stew, vegetalriepup. Or you can have salad or fruit
pie or a strange deadly-looking jelly which is seemsparent, with veins of brilliant
green. Gazing at one of these jellies with a kihdravilling fascination, as though it

were something behind glass in a reptile houséramt Lefanu, the young physics
professor who writes poetry. Grant is the very gieoof glum, and he couldn't be less
de-feated; George rather loves him. He is smallthimd and has glasses and large teeth
and the maddish smile of genuine intellectual massYou can easily imagine him as one
of the terrorists back in Czarist Russia a hungestts ago. Given the opportunity, he
would be that kind of fanatic hero who follows aea, without the least hesitation and as
a matter of course, straight through to its expoests action. The talk of pale, burning-
eyed students, anarchists and utopians all, oaeairid cigarettes in a locked room long
past midnight, is next morning translated, with literalness of utter innocence, into the
throwing of the bomb, the shouting of the proudyalo the dragging away of the young
dreamer-doer, still smiling, to the dungeon andfitieg squad. On Grant's face you

often see such a smile—of embarrassment, almadsavattg had to express his meaning
so crudely. He is like a shy mumbler who suddenlgiesperation speaks much too loud.

As a matter of fact, Grant has recently performel@ast one act of minor heroism. He
has appeared in court as a defense witness fooksélter caught peddling some grand
old sex classic of the twenties; it used to beiobtae only in the lands of the Latins, but
now, through a series of test cases, it is fightorgts right to be devoured by American
youth. (George can't be absolutely sure if thihiéssame book he himself read as a
young man, during a trip to Paris. At all events rémembers throwing this, or some
other hook just like it, into the wastebasket,hia tniddle of the big screwing scene. Not
that one isn't broadminded, of course; let thentenabout heterosexuality if they must,
and let everyone read it who cares to. Just thesams a deadly bore and, to be frank, a
wee bit distasteful. Why can't these modern wriggick to the old simple wholesome
themes—such as, for example, boys?)
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Grant Lefanu's heroism on this occasion consistéis defense of the book at the risk
of his academic neck. For a very important andasenember of the STSC faculty had
previously appeared as a witness for the prosetatiol had guaranteed the book dirty,
degenerate and dangerous. When Grant was caltbd gtand and cross-examined by
the prosecuting attorney, he begged, with his shilesto differ from his colleague. At
length, after some needling and after having beetianed three times to speak up, he
blurted out a statement to the effect that it weke' book, but its attackers, who
deserved the three adjectives. To make matterseswong of the local liberal columnists
gleefully reported all of this, casting the serfeculty member as a reactionary old ass
and Grant as a bright young upholder of civil ltlgeand twisting his testimony into a
personal insult. So now the question is, Will Grget his tenure prolonged at the end of
the academic year?

Grant treats George as a fellow subverter, a comeplt which George hardly deserves,
since, with his seniority, his license to play British eccentric, and, in the last resort,
his little private income, he can afford to saytgyrenuch anything he likes on campus.
Whereas poor Grant has no private income, a widetlaree imprudently begotten
children.

"What's new?" George asks him, implying, What thasEnemy been up to?

"You know those courses for police students? Tadpecial man from Washington is
addressing them on twenty ways to spot a Commie."

"You're kidding!"

"Want to go? We might ask him some awkward quastio
"What time is it?"

"Four-thirty."

"Can't. I've got to be downtown in an hour."”

"Too bad."

"Too bad,” George agrees, relieved. He isn't altslyl sure if this was a bona fide dare
or not, however. Various other times, in the samléderious tone, Grant has suggested
that they go and heckle a John Birch Society mgetimoke pot in Watts with the best
unknown poet in America, meet someone high uperBlack Muslim movement.
George doesn't seriously suspect Grant of tryirtggohim. No doubt Grant really does
do such things now and then, and it simply doesnotir to him that George might be
scared. He probably thinks George excuses himsgtf these outings for fear of being
bored.
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As they move down the counter, ending up with mdffee and salad—George watches
his weight and Grant has an appetite as slend@sdmiild—Grant tells about a man he
knows who has been talking to some experts at &rimgvhich makes computers. These
experts say that it doesn't really matter if treegewar, because enough people will
survive to run the country with. Of course, theeavho survive will tend to be those
with money and influence, because they'll havebtiteer type of shelter, not the leaky
death traps which a lot of crooks have been offeainbargain prices. When you get your
shelter built, say the experts, you should go teadt three different contractors, so
nobody will know what it is you're building; becau$ the word gets around that you
have a better type shelter, you'll be mobbed afitsieemergency. For the same reason,
you ought to be realistic and buy a submachine ghis is no time for false sentiment.

George laughs in an appropriately sardonic marsiaee this is what Grant expects of
him. But this gallows humor sickens his heart.lIrireose old crises if the twenties, the
thirties, the war—each one of them has left itsdsaupon George, like an illness—what
was terrible was the fear of annihilation. Now veeé& with us a far more terrible fear,

the fear of survival. Survival into a Rubble Agewhich it will be quite natural for Mr.
Strunk to gun down Grant and his wife and threédobin, because Grant has neglected to
lay in sufficient stores of food and they are stagvand may therefore possibly become
dangerous and this is no time for sentiment.

"There's Cynthia," Grant says, as they re-entdthing room. "Want to join her?"
"Do we have to?"
"l guess so0." Grant giggles nervously. "She's seeh

And, indeed, Cynthia Leach is waving to them. Bheehandsome young New Yorker,
Sarah Lawrence-trained, the daughter of a richlfaraybe it was partly to annoy them
that she recently married Leach, who teaches Ristewre. But their marriage seems to
work quite well. Though Andy is slim and white-skad, he is no weakling; his dark

eyes sparkle sexily and he has the unaggresdneméts of one who takes a great deal of
exercise in bed. He is somewhat out of his leago@by, but no doubt he enjoys the
extra effort required to keep up with Cynthia. Tlyaye parties to which everyone comes
because the food and drink are lavish, thanks taltg/'s money, and Andy is popular
anyhow, and Cynthia isn't that bad. Her only treublthat she thinks of herself as an
Eastern aristocrat slumming; she tries to be patriand is merely patronizing.

"Andy stood me up,” Cynthia tells them. "Talk t@ fhThen, as they sit down at her
table, she turns to Grant. "Your wife's never gdimfprgive me."

"Oh?" Grant laughs with quite extraordinary viaien
"She didn't tell you about it?"

"Not a word!"

40



"She didn't?" Cynthia is disappointed. Then shghbens. "Oh, but she must be mad at
me! | was telling her how hideously they dressahiédren here.”

"But she agreed with you, I'm sure. She's alwalsng about it."

"They're being cheated out of their childhood,'h@ya says, ignoring this, "They're
being turned into junior consumers! All those dfe&dainty little crea-tures, wearing
lipstick! I was down in Mexico last month. It wakd a breath of fresh air. Oh, | can't tell
you! Their children are so real. No anxiety. Noestdirection. They just bloom."

"The only question is—" Grant begins. Obviouslyi®starting not to agree with
Cynthia. For this very reason, he mumbles, he eaelypbe heard. Cynthia chooses not
to hear him.

"And then that night we came back across the bb&lell | ever forget it? | said to
myself, Either these people are insane or | amy Blleseemed to be running, the way
they do in the old silent newsreels. And the hasteshe restaurant—it had never struck
me before how truly sinister it is to call themtthiBhe way she smiled at us! And those
enormous menus, with nothing on them that wasyrealible. And those weird zombie
busboys, bringing nothing but glasses of watersamgply refusing to speak to you! | just
could not believe my own eyes. Oh, and then weestalye night at one of these ghastly
new motels. | had the feeling that it had only josén brought from someplace else,
some factory, and set up exactly one minute bef@rarrived. It didn't belong anywhere.
| mean—atfter all those marvelous old hotels in Mex-each one of them is really a
place—but this was just utterly unreal—"

Again, Grant seems about to attempt some kindpobtest. But this time his mumbling
is still lower. Even George can't understand hiraokge takes a big drink of his coffee,
feels the kick of it in his nearly empty stomachddinds himself suddenly high. "Really,
Cynthia, my dear!" he hears himself exclaim. "Ham gou talk such incredible
nonsense?"

Grant giggles with astonishment. Cynthia lookgsgsed but rather pleased. She is the
kind of bully who likes being challenged; it soagitee itch of her aggression.

"Honestly! Are you out of your mind?" George febimself racing down the runway,
becoming smoothly, exhilaratingly airborne. "My Gg@du sound like some dreary
French intellectual who's just set foot in New Ydok the first time! That's exactly the
way they talk! Unreal! American motels are unréay! good girl—you know and | know
that our motels are deliberately designed to bealnif you must use that idiotic jargon,
for the very simple reason that an American maiehr isn't a room in an hotel, it's the
room, definitively, period. There is only one: TReom. And it's a symbol—an
advertisement in three dimensions, if you like—dar way of life. And what's our way
of life? A building code which demands certain megaments, certain utilities and the
use of certain apt materials; no more and no Egsrything else you've got to supply for
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yourself. But just try telling that to the Europséait scares them to death. The truth is,
our way of life is far too austere for them. Wefeduced the things of the material plane
to mere symbolic conveniences. And why? Becaugts tiee essential first step. Until
the material plane has been defined and relegatiesl proper place, the mind can't ever
be truly free. One would think that was obviouse Btupidest American seems to
understand it intuitively. But the Europeans calinhuman—or they prefer to say
immature, which sounds ruder—because we've floutieadworld of individual
differences and r"- mantic inefficiency and objeftsthe-sake-of-object All that dead
old cult of cathedrals and first editions and Par@&lels and vintage wines. Naturally,
they never give up, they keep trying to subvertewery moment, with their loathsome
cult-propaganda. If they ever succeed, we'll beedon That's the kind of subversion the
Un-American Activities Committee ought to be invgating. The Europeans hate us
because we've retired to live inside our advertes@s) hermits going into caves to
contemplate. We sleep symbolic bedrooms, eat symb@als, are symbolically
entertained—and that terrifies them, that fillsntheith fury and loathing because they
can never understand it. They keep yelling outeSEhpeople are zombies!" They've got
to make themselves belies that, because the ditermato break down and admit that
Americans are able to live like this because, digtuhey're a far, far more advanced
culture—five hundred, maybe a thousand years abeRdrope, or anyone else on earth,
for that matter. Essentially we're creatures ofis@ur life is all in the mind. That" why
we're completely at home with symbols like the Aizen motel room. Whereas the
European has horror of symbols because he's sgiavealing little materialist...."

Some moments before the end of this wild wordafligseorge has seen, as it were from
a great altitude, Andy Leach enter the dining ro@vhich is in-deed a lucky deliverance,
for already George has felt his engines cut olithfmself losing thrust. So now, with

the skill of a veteran pilot, he swoops down tcedgct landing. And the beauty of it is,
he appears to stop talking out of mere politentessause Andy has reached their table.

"Did | miss something?" Andy asks, grinning.

A performer at the circus has no theater curticoime down and hide him and thus
preserve the magic spell of his act unbroken. [ldiggh on the trapeze under the blazing
arcs, he has flashed and pulsed like a star ind&ecow, grounded, unsparkling,
unfollowed by spotlights, yet plainly visible toyne who cares to look at him—they
are all watching the clowns —he hurries past thestof seats toward the exit. Nobody
applauds him any more. Very few spare him a sigiglace.

Together with this anonymity, George feels a fatigome over him which is not
disagreeable. The tide of his vitality is ebbingtfand he ebbs with it, content. This is a
way of resting. All of a sudden he is much, muateol On his way out to the parking lot
he walks differently, with less elasticity, movihg arms and his shoulders stiffly. He
slows down. Now and then his steps actually shuffle head is bowed. His mouth
loosens and the muscles of his cheeks sag. Higd&es on a dull dreamy placid look.
He hums queerly to himself, with a sound like bexesind a hive. From time to time, as
he walks, he emits quite loud, prolonged farts.
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THE hospital stands tall on a sleepy bypassedibitig from steep lawns and flowering
bushes, within sight of the freeway itself. A taminder to the passing motorists—this is
the end of the road, folks—it ha" a pleasant aspestertheless. It stands open to all
breezes, and there must be many of its windows fwbioh you can see the ocean and
the Palos Verde headland and even Catalina Isiaride clear winter weather.

The nurses at the reception desk are pleasanfThay don't fuss you with a lot of
questions. If you know the number of the room y@antto visit, you don't even have to
ask for their permission; you can go right up.

George works the elevator himself. At the secdoarfit is stopped, and a colored male
nurse wheels in a prone patient. She is for surderyells George, so they must descend
again to the ground floor where the operating roanes George offers respectfully to get
off the elevator but the young nurse (who has gery muscular arms) says, "You don't
have to"; so there he stands, like a spectatdreafiuineral of a stranger, furtively peeking
at the patient. She appears to be fully consciouisit would be a kind of sacrilege to
speak to her, for already she is the dedicateditinaly prepared victim. She seems to
know this and consent to it; to be entirely relaketer consent. Her gray hair looks so
pretty; it must have been recently waved.

This is the gate, George says to himself.
Must | pass through here, too?

Ah, how the poor body recoils with its every nefr@n the sight, the smell, the feel of
this place! Blindly ii shies, rears, struggles sca&pe. That it should ever he brought
here—stupefied by their drugs, pricked by theirdbeg cut by their little knives—what
an unthinkable outrage to the flesh! Even if thesrevto cure and release it, it could
never forget, never forgive. Nothing would be thene any more. It would have lost all
faith in itself.

Jim used to moan and complain and raise hell averad cold, a cut finger, a pile. But
Jim was lucky at the end—the only time when lucdlyecounts. The truck hit his car
just right; he never felt it. And they never gathinto a place like this one. His smashed
leavings were of no use to them for their rituals.

Doris's room is on the top floor. The hallway esdrted, for the moment, and the door
stands open, with a screen hiding the bed. Geagpspover the top of the screen before
going in. Doris is lying with her face toward thédow.

George has gotten quite accustomed by now to #yeshe looks. It isn't even horrible to
him any more, because he has lost his sense afsformation. Doris no longer seems
changed. She is a different creature altogethersyiiow shriveled mannequin with its
sticks of arms and legs, withered flesh and holb@ily, making angular outlines under
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the sheet. What has it to do with that big arrogamtal of a girl? With that body which
sprawled stark naked, gaping wide in shameless weénuaderneath Jim's naked body?
Gross in-sucking vulva, sly ruthless greedy flestgll the bloom and gloss and arrogant
resilience of youth, demanding that George shefl sside, bow down and yield to the
female prerogative, hide his unnatural head in ghdram Doris. | am Woman. | am
Bitch-Mother Nature. The Church and the Law andStage exist to support me. | claim
my biological rights. | demand Jim.

George has sometimes asked himself, Would | even in those days, have wished this
on her?

The answer is No. Not because George would beatta of such fiendishness; but
because Doris, then, was infinitely more than Davias Woman the Enemy, claiming
Jim for herself. No use destroying Doris, or teougand Dorises, as long as Woman
triumphs. Woman could only be fought by yielding,létting Jim go away with her on
that trip to Mexico. By urging him to satisfy alisicuriosity and flattered vanity and lust
(vanity, mostly) on the gamble that he would ret{@s he did) saying, She's disgusting,
saying, Never again.

And wouldn't you be twice as disgusted, Jim, i yould see her now? Wouldn't you
feel a crawling horror to think that maybe, eveerthher body you fon-dled and kissed
hungrily and entered with your aroused flesh alydaeld seeds of this rottenness? You
used to bathe the sores on cats so gently andexar minded the stink of old diseased
dogs; yet you had a horror, in spite of yoursdlfiuman sickness and people who were
crippled. | know something, Jim. | feel certainitofyou'd refuse absolutely to visit her
here. You wouldn't be able to force yourself tatdo

George walks around the screen and into the razaking just the necessary amount of
noise. Doris turns her head and sees him, seemwitiiput surprise. Probably, for her,
the line between reality and hallucination is geftvery thin. Figures keep appearing,
disappearing. If one of them sticks you with a negtthen you can be sure it actually is a
nurse. George may be George or, again, he mayootonvenience she will treat him
as George. Why not? What does it matter either way?

"Hello," she says. Her eyes are a wild brilliahtebin her sick yellow face.
"Hello, Doris."

A good while since, George has stopped bringindgloeers or other gifts. There is
nothing of any significance he can bring into tliem from the outside now; not even
himself. Everything that matters to her is now tigare in this room, where she is
absorbed in the business of dying. Her preoccupaliesn't seem egotistic, however; it
does not exclude George or anyone else who casdgte in it. This preoccupation is
with each, and we can all share in that, at ang tiamhany age, well or ill.
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George sits down beside her now and takes her. lfamelhad done this even two
months ago, it would have been loathsomely fafSae(of his most bitterly shameful
memories is of a time he kissed her cheek—Wagjitesgion, masochism? Oh, damn all
such words!— right after he found out she'd bedmeb with Jim. Jim was there when it
happened. When George moved toward her to kisslines eyes looked startled and
scared, as if he feared George was about to hitékkea snake.) But now taking Doris'
hand isn't false, isn't even an act of compassias necessary—he has discovered this
on previous visits—in order to establish even padontact. And holding her hand he
feels less embarrassed by her sickness; for targaseans, We are on the same road, |
shall follow you soon. He is thus excused from hguo ask those ghastly sickroom
guestions, How are you, how's it going, how do fe®l?

Doris smiles faintly. Is it because she's pledhatihe has come?

No. She is smiling with amusement, it seems. Spgdkw but very distinctly, she says,
"I made such a noise, yesterday."

George smiles too, waiting for the joke.

"Was it yesterday?" This is in the same tone dulalressed to herself. Her eyes no longer
see him; they look bewildered and a bit scared eTinust have become a very odd kind
of mirror-maze for her now; and mazes can changeinstant from being funny to
being frightening.

But now the eyes are aware of him again; the lgamhent has passed. "l was
screaming. They heard me clear down the hall. Tiaelyto fetch the doctor." Doris
smiles. This, apparently, is the joke. "Was it yback?" George asks. The effort to keep
sympathy out of his voice makes him speak primiysone who is trying to suppress an
ungentlemanly native accent. But Doris disreganésguestion ( is off in some new
direction of her own, frowning little. She asks @tty, "What time is it?"

"Nearly three."

There is a long silence. George feels a terribkdrto say something, anything.

"l was out on the pier the other day. | hadn'trbieere in ages. And, do you know,
they've torn down the old roller-skating rink? tghat a shame? It s is as if they can't
bear to leave anything the way it to be. Do youeaeter that booth where the woman
used to read your character from your handwriting&t's gone too—"

He stops short, dismayed.

Can memory really get away with such a crude ¥i8kemingly it can. For he has
picked the pier from casually as you pick a carcthatiom from a magician's deck—and

behold, the card has been forced! It was while Geand Jim were roller-skating that
they first met Doris. (She was with a boy namedrisor whom she quickly ditched.)
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And later they all went to have their handwritimgd. And the woman told Jim that he
had latent musical talent, and Doris that she hgiat capacity for bringing out the best
in other people.

Does she remember? Of course she must! Georgeeglamh her anxiously. She lies
staring at the ceiling, frowning harder.

"What did you say the time was?"
"Nearly three. Four minutes of."
"Look outside in the hall, will you? See if anytnthere.”

He gets up, goes to the door, looks out. But leeli@r has even reached it, she has asked
with harsh impatience, "Well?"

"There's no one."

"Where's that fucking nurse?" It comes out of$weharshly, so nakedly desperate.
"Shall I go look for her?"

"She knows | get a shot at three. The doctorkol&he doesn't give a shit."”

"I'll find her."

"That bitch won't come till she's good and readih sure | can find her."

"No! Stay here."

"Okay."

"Sit down again."

"Sure." He sits down. He knows she wants his hkngives it to her. She grips it with
astonishing strength. "George—"

IIYeS?II
"You'll stay here till she comes?"
"Of course | will."

Her grip tightens. There is no affection in it,c@mmunication. She isn't gripping a
fellow creature. His hand is just something to gHp dare not ask her about the pain. He
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is afraid of releasing some obscene horror, somgtisible and tangible and stinking,
right here between them in the room.

Yet he is curious, too. Last time, the nurse toid that Doris has been seeing a priest.
(She was raised a Catholic.) And, sure enough, dretbe table beside the bed is a little
paper book, gaudy and cute as a Christmas cardSigtiens of the Cross. . . Ah, but
when the road narrows to the width of this bed, where is nothing in front of you that
is known, dare you disdain any guide?. Perhapsshas learned something already
about the journey ahead of her. But, even suppdhaigshe has and that George could
bring himself to ask her, she could never tell lhat she knows. For that could only be
expressed in the language of the place to whichsspeing. And that language—though
some of us gabble it so glibly—has no real meamrmur world. In our mouths, it is just
a lot of words.

Here's the nurse, smiling, in the doorway. "I'nmgtual today, you see!" She has a tray
with the hypodermic and the ampoules.

"I'll be going,"” George says, rising at once.

"Oh, you don't have to do that," says the nurkgdi'll just step outside for a moment.
This won't take any time at all."

"I have to go anyway," George says, feeling guakyone always does about leaving any
sickroom. Not that Doris herself makes him feeltguShe seems to have lost all interest
in him. Her eyes are fixed o "he needle in the @arkand.

"She's been a bad girl," the nurse says. "We gahher to eat her lunch, can we?"
"Well, so long, Doris. See you again in a cougldays."

"Goodbye, George." Doris doesn't even glancemt &nd her tone is utterly indifferent.
He is lea ...Jig her world and thereby ceasingist.eHe takes her hand and presses it.
She doesn't respond. She watches the bright nasdenoves toward her.

Did she mean goodbye? This could be, soon wilAseGeorge leaves the room, he
looks at her once again over the top of the sciteging to catch and fix some memory in
his mind, to be aware of the occasion or at lebgs possibility: the last time | saw her
alive.

Nothing. It means nothing. He feels nothing.
As George pressed Doris' hand just now, he knemetung: that the very last traces of
the Doris who tried to take Jim from him have vaeis from this shriveled mannequin,

and, with them, the last of hate. As long as omg precious drop of hate remained,
George could still find something left in her afJiFor he hated Jim too, nearly as much
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as her, while they were away together in MexicaatTtas been the bond between him
and Doris. And now it is broken. And one more bifion is lost to him forever.

AS George drives down the boulevard, the big uldyi€hristmas decorations—
reindeer and jingle bells slung across the streetables secured to metal Christmas
trees—are swinging in a chill wind. But they arerehg advertisements for Christmas,
paid for by the local merchants. Shoppers crowdtbees and the sidewalks, their faces
somewhat bewildered, their eyes reflecting, likkgh@d buttons, the cynical sparkle of
the Yuletide. Hardly more than a month ago, beKiteushchev agreed to pull his
rockets out of Cuba, they were cramming the mayketging the shelves bare of beans,
rice and other foodstuffs, utterly useless, moshem, for air-raid-shelter cookery,
because they can't be prepared without pints cénwsltell, the shoppers were spared—
this time. Do they rejoice? They are too dull foatt poor dears; they never knew what
didn't hit them. No doubt because of that panidtgiythey have less money now for
gifts. But they have enough. It will be quite a dd@hristmas, the mer-chants predict.
Everyone can afford to spend at least somethinggxmaybe, some of the young
hustlers (recognizable at once to experienced l&geeSeorge's) who stand scowling on
the street corners or staring into shops with tagimum of peripheral vision.

George is very far, right now, from sneering at ahthese fellow creatures. They may
be crude and mercenary and dull and low, but peasd, is glad, is almost indecently
gleeful to be able to stand up and be countedaim tanks—the ranks of that marvelous
minority, The Living. They don't know their luckdse people on the sidewalk, but
George knows his—for a little while at least—bee@ahs is freshly returned from the icy
presence of The Majority, which Doris is to join.

| am alive, he says to himself, | am alive! Arfglienergy surges hotly through him,
and delight, and appetite. How good to beairbody—even this beat-up carcass—
that still has warm blood and semen and rich maaod/wholesome flesh! The scowling
youths on the corners see him as a dodderer nd,dwudit best as a potential score. Yet
he claims a distant kinship with the strength @fitlyoung arms and shoulders and loins.
For a few bucks he could get any one of them tolzinto the car, ride back with him to
his house, strip off butch leather jacket, skitigevi's, shirt and cowboy boots and take
a naked, sullen young athlete, in the wrestlingt dgipleasure. But George doesn't want
the bought unwilling bodies of these boys. He wamt®joice in his own body—the
tough triumphant old body of a survivor. The boldgtthas outlived Jim and is going
outlive Doris.

He decides to stop by the gym—although this @mm of his regular days—on his way
home.

IN the locker room, George takes off his clothgegs into his sweat socks, jockstrap and
shorts. Shall he put on a tee shirt? He looksraséif in the long mirror. Not too bad.

The bulges of flesh over the belt of the shortsmateso noticeable today. The legs are
quite good. The chest muscles, when properly fleded't sag. And, as long as he
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doesn't have his spectacles on, he can't sedttbenviinkles inside the elbows, above the
kneecaps and around the hollow of the sucked-ily.bEhe neck is loose and scraggy
under all circumstances, in all lights, and wowldd gruesome even if he were half-
blind. He has abandoned the neck altogether, hikendenable military position.

Yet he looks—and doesn't he know id—better tharlgell of his age-mates at this
gym. Not because they're in such bad shape—thdyealéhy enough specimens. What's
wrong with them is their fatalistic acceptance adldhe age, their ignoble resignation to
grandfatherhood, impending retirement and golf.rGeds different from them because,
in some sense which can't quite be defined butisiiommediately apparent when you
see him naked, he hasn't given up. He is stilldesaler, and they aren't. Maybe it's
nothing more mysterious than vanity which gives ks air of a withered boy? Yes,
despite his wrinkles, his slipped flesh, his graymair, his grim-lipped, strutting
spryness, you catch occasional glimpses of a ghsstheone else, soft-faced, boyish,
pretty. The combination is bizarre, it is olderrthaiddle age itself, but it is there.

Looking grimly into the mirror, with distaste ahdmor, George says to himself, You
old ass, who are you trying to seduce? And he guitsis tee shirt.

In the gym there are only three people. It's &l early for the office workers. A big
heavy man named Buck—all that remains at fifty &atball player--- is talking to a
curly-haired young man named Rick, who aspireglevtsion. Buck is nearly nude; his
rolling belly bulges indecently over a kind of bnkipushing it clear down to the bush
line. He seems quite will.- out shame. Whereas Ritlo has a very well-made muscular
body, wears a gray wool sweatshirt and pan covedlingf it from the neck to the wrists
and ankles. "Hi, George," they both say, noddirgually at him and this, George feels,
is the most genuinely friend.. greeting he hasiveckeall day.

Buck knows all about the history of sport; hensemcyclopedia of batting averages,
handicaps, records and scores. He is in the midstliog how someone took someone
else in the seventh round. He mimes the knock&®aw! Pow! And, boy, he'd had it!"
Rice listens, seated astride a bench. There isyalaa atmosphere of leisureliness in this
place. A boy like Rice will take three or four heuo work out, and spend most of the
time just yakking about show biz, about sport cabgut football and boxing—very
seldom oddly enough, about sex. Perhaps this ik/mart of consideration for the morals
of the various young kids and early teen-agers areaisually around. When Rick talks
to grownups, he is apt to be smart-alecky or asitacere; but with the kids he is as
unaffected as a village idiot. He clowns for themd @oes magic tricks and tells them
stories, deadpan, about a store in Long Beachi{les gs exact address) where once in
great while, suddenly and without any previous ameement, they declare a Bargain
Day. On such days every customer who spends maresldollar gets Jag or a Porsche
or an MG for free. (The rest of the time, the plecan ordinary antique shop.) When
Rick is challenged to show the car he got, he t#kesids outside and points to a
suitable one on the street.
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When they look at its registration slip and fithdt it belongs to someone else, Rick
swears that that's his real name; he changed i Whestarted acting. The kids absolutely
disbelieve him, but they yell that he's a liar analzy and they beat on him with their
fists. While they do this, Rick capers grinningward the gym on all fours, like a dog.

George lies down on one of the inclined boardsréter to do sit-ups. This is always
something you have to think yourself into; the bddslikes them more than tiny other
exercise. While he is getting into the mood, Webstenes over and lies down on the
board next to his. Webster is maybe twelve orebint slender and graceful and tall for
his age, with long smooth golden boy-legs. He stlgeand shy, and he moves about the
gym in a kind of dream; but he keeps steadily atin Wwis workout. No doubt he thinks he
looks scrawny mid has vowed to become a huge widevard overloaded muscle man.
George says, "Hi, Web," and Webster answers, "dgrGe," in a shy, secretive whisper.

Now Webster begins doing his sit-ups, and Gegrgeling off his tee shirt on a sudden
impulse, follows his example. As they continue, fgedeels an empathy growing
between them. They are not competing with eachrplbiut Webster's youth and litheness
seem to possess George, and this borrowed enamyif. Withdrawing his attention
from his own protesting muscles and concentratingon Webster's flexing and relaxing
body, George draws the strength from it to go oyohd his normal forty sit-ups, to fifty,
to sixty, to seventy, to eighty. Shall he try fanandred? Then, all lit once, he is aware
that Webster has stopped. The strength leavesnstantly. He stops too, panting hard—
though not any harder than Webster himself. Theeyhlere panting, side by side. Webster
turns his head and looks at George, obviously ratheressed.

"How many do you do?" he asks.
"Oh—it depends."
"These things just kill me. Man!"

How delightful it is to be here. If only one ddspend one's entire life in this state of
easygoing physical democracy. Nobody is bitchy hardl-tempered, or inquisitive.
Vanity, including the most outrageous posings amfrof the mirrors, is taken for
granted. The godlike young baseball player conftdes! his anxiety about the smallness
of his ankles. The plump banker, rubbing his fadé skin cream, says simply, "l can't
afford to get old.” No one is perfect and no onetgmds to be. Even the half-dozen quite
well-known actors put on no airs. The youngest kitlinnocently naked beside sixty-
and seventy-year-olds in the steam room, and thkkyach other by their first names.
Nobody is too hideous or too handsome to be acdeggst@n equal. Surely everyone is
nicer in this place than he is outside it?

Today George feels more than usually unwiltmd¢eave the gym. He does his

exercises twice as many times as he is supposée gpends a long while in the steam
room; he washes his hair.
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WHEN he comes out onto the street agais,already getting toward sunset. And
now he makes another impulsive decision: insteattiging directly kick to the beach,
he will take a long detour through the hills.

Why? Partly because he wants to enjoy themptoated relaxed happy mood which
is nearly always induced by a workout at the gyns $0 good to feel the body's
satisfaction and gratitude; no matter how muchay mprotest, it likes being forced to
perform these tasks. Now, for a while at leastdgus nerve won't twitch, the pylorus
will be quiet, the arthritic thumbs and knee wassert themselves. And how restful,
now that there's no need for stimulants, not teeltavhate anyone at all! George hopes to
be able to stay in this mood as long as he keemsivimg.

Also, he wants to take a look at the hillsiaghe hasn't been up there in a long time.
Years ago, before him even, when George first dan@alifornia, he used to go into the
hills often. It was the wildness of his range, &yguninhabited yet rising right up out nl1
the city, that fascinated him. He felt the thrilleing a foreigner, a trespasser there, of
venturing into the midst of a primitive, alien naguHe would drive up at sunset or very
early in the morning, park his car, and wandertshg the firebreak trails, catching
glimpses of deer moving deep in the chaparralargyon, stopping to watch a hawk
circling overhead, stepping carefully among haamahtulas crawling across his path,
following twisty tracks in the sand until he canmon a coiled dozing rattler.

Sometimes, in the half-light of dawn, he wboieet a pack of coyotes trotting toward
him, tails down, in single file. The first time shhappened he took them for dogs; and
then, suddenly, without uttering a sound, they bridtmation and went bounding away
downhill, with great uncanny jumps.

But this afternoon George can feel nothing at thng-ago excitement and awe;
something is wrong from the start. The steep, wigdoad, which used to seem
romantic, is merely awkward now, and dangerouské#ms meeting other cars on blind
corners and having to swerve sharply. By the tieéds reached the top, he has lost all
sense of relaxation. Even up here they are buildorgns of new houses. The area is
getting suburban. True, there are still a few uabited canyons, but George can't rejoice
in them; he is oppressed by awareness of the elomnbh On both sides of the hills, to the
north and to the south, it has spawned and spteaflover the entire plain. It has eaten
up the wide pastures and ranchlands and the tastls¢s of orange grove; it has sucked
out the surrounding lakes and sapped the forestgediigh mountains. Soon it will be
drinking converted sea water. And yet it will ddo need for rockets to wreck it, or
another ice age to freeze it, or a huge earthqteakeack it off and dump it in the Pacific.
It will die of overextension. It will die becauds taproots have dried up—the brashness
and greed which have been its only strength. Aedd#sert, which is the natural
condition of this country, will return.

Alas, how sadly, how certainly George knows!thig stops the car and stands at the
road's rough yellow dirt edge, beside a manzanitd band looks out over Los Angeles
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like a sad Jewish prophet of doom, as he takeaka Babylon is fallen, is fallen, that
great city. But this city is not great, was nevegay, and has nearly no distance to fall.

Now he zips up his pants and gets into thendrdrives on, thoroughly depressed.
The clouds close in low upon the hills, making th&eem northern and sad like Wales;
and the day wanes, and the lights snap on in shaim jewel colors all over the plain, as
the road winds down again on to Sunset Boulevaddhamears the ocean.

THE supermarket is still open; it won't close filidnight. It is brilliantly bright. Its
brightness offers sanctuary. from loneliness &eddark. You could spend hours of your
life here, in a state of suspended insecurity, tadg on 'the multiplicity of things to

eat. Oh dear, there is so much! So many brandsiny ®oxes, all of them promising you
good appetite. Every article on the shelves cngdmyou, Take me, take me; and the
mere competition of their appeals can make you ineagourself wanted, even loved.
But beware—when you get back to your empty roony;llyfind that the false flattering
elf of the advertisement has eluded you; what reasiai only cardboard, cellophane and
food. And you have lost the heart to be hungry.

This bright place isn't really a sanctuaryr, Feanbushed among its bottles and cartons
and cans, are shockingly vivid memories of meatgpphd for, cooked, eaten with Jim.
They stab out at George as he passes, pushingdppiag cart. Should we ever feel
truly lonely if we never ate alone?

But to say, | won't eat alone tonight—isndttdeadly dangerous? Isn't it the start of a
long landslide—from eating at counters and drinlangars to drinking at home without
eating, to despair and sleeping pills and the taéle final overdose? But who says |
have to be brave? George asks. Who depends onw\Wbo cares?

We're getting maudlin, he says, trying to mhaisawill choose between halibut, sea
bass, chopped sirloin, steaks. He feels a nausdiatatte for them all; then sudden rage.
Damn all food. Damn all life. He would like to alaiim his shopping cart, although it's
already full of provisions. But that would make raxivork for the clerks, and one of them
is cute. The alternative, to put the whole lot bexcthe proper places himself, seems like
a labor of Hercules; for the overpowering slottsafiness is upon him. The sloth that
ends in going to bed and staying there until youet some disease.

So he wheels the cart to the cash desk, ptyss on the way out to the car lot, enters
the phone booth, dials.

"Hello."
"Hello, Charley."

"Geo!"

52



"Look—is it too late to change my mind? Abtaortight? You see—when you called
this morning—I thought | had this date— But | jbstard from them — "

"Of course it isn't too late!" She doesn'trebether to listen to his lying excuses. Her
gladness flashes its instantaneous way to him, faster than her words, across the
zigzag of the wires. And at once Geo and charleyliaked, are yet another of this
evening's lucky pairs, amidst all of its lonely warers. If any of the clerks were
watching him, they would see his face inside tlasgbox brighten, flush with joy like a
lover's.

"Can | bring you 'anything? I'm at the markét—

"Oh no—no thank you, Geo dear! | have load®odl. | always seem to get too much
nowadays. | suppose it's because ..."

"I'l be over in a little while then. Have sbop by the house, first. So long."
"Oh, Geo—this is nice! Au revoirl"

But he is so utterly perverse that his moagirteto change again before he has even
finished unloading his purchases into the car. Deally want to see her? he asks
himself, and then, What in the world made me détle pictures the evening he might
have spent, snugly at home, fixing the food heldmght, then lying down on the couch
beside the bookcase and reading himself slowlypgledt first glance, this is an
absolutely convincing and charming scene of dommestintentment. Only after a few
instances does George notice the omission whiclesiidkneaningless. What is left out
of the picture is Jim, lying opposite him at thbeatend of the couch, also reading; the
two of them absorbed in their books yet so completeare of each other’s presence.

BACK at home, he changes out of his suit into ranyasurplus store khaki shirt,
faded blue denims, moccasins, a sweater. (He hastsiirom time to time about this
kind of costume: Doesn't it give the impressiort tiels trying to dress young? But Jim
used to tell him, No, it was just right for himt-made him look like Rommel in civilian
clothes. George loved that.)

Just when he's ready to leave the house ag@ire is a ring at his doorbell. Who can it
be at this hour? Mrs. Strunk!

(What have | done that she can have comerntplzon about?)
"Oh, good evening—" (Obviously she's nervagtf-conscious; very much aware, no

doubt, of having crossed the frontier-bridge aniddpen enemy territory.) "I know this is
terribly short notice. —we've meant to ask yoursny times—I know how busy you
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are—but we haven't gotten together in such a lom¢ew-and we were wondering—
would you possibly have time to come over for aki?l’

"You mean, right now?"

"Why, yes. There's just the two of us at hdme.

"I'm most terribly sorry. I'm afraid | have ¢go out, right away."

"Oh. Well. | was afraid you wouldn't have tinBut—"

"No, listen,” says George, and he means iis lextremely surprised and pleased and

touched. "I really would like to. Very much indedb you suppose | could take a rain
check?"

"Well, yes, of course." But Mrs. Strunk doéselieve him. She smiles sadly.
Suddenly it seems all-important to George to cocwiner.

"l would love to come. How about tomorrow?"

Her face falls. "Oh well, tomorrow. Tomorrovouldn't be so good, I'm afraid. You
see, tomorrow we have some friends coming over ftenalley, and ..."

And they might notice something queer aboutane you'd feel ashamed, George
thinks, okay, okay.

"l understand, of course," he says. "But leteke it very soon, shall we?"

"Oh yes," she agrees fervently, "very soon....

CHARLOTTE lives on Soledad Way, a narrow Uligtreet which at night is packed
so tight with cars parked on both sides of it that drivers can scarcely squeeze past
each other. If you arrive after its residents hatarned home from their jobs, you will
probably have to leave your car several blocks aagathe bottom of the hill. But this is
no problem for George, because he can walk ov€htoley's from his house in less than
five minutes.

Her house is high up on the hillside, at tpeadf three flights of lopsided rustic
wooden steps, seventy-live of them in all. Dowrtlom street level there is a tumbledown
shack intended for a garage. She keeps it cramonie tceiling with battered trunks and
crates full of unwanted junk. Jim used to say #iet kept the garage blocked in order not
to be able to own a car. In any case, she absplgklses to learn to drive. If she needs
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to go someplace and no one offers to give hereg wiell then, that's too bad, she can't
go. But the neighbors nearly always do help hez;lels them utterly intimidated and
bewitched by this Britishness which George himketws so well how to em-ploy,
though with a different approach.

The house next to Charlotte's is on the steset. As you begin to climb her steps,
you get an intimate glimpse of domestic squalooulgh its bathroom window (it must be
frankly admitted that Soledad is one whole degomgadly inferior to Camphor Tree
Lane): a tub hung with panties and diapers, a d@bely slung over the shower pipe, a
plumber's snake on the floor. None of the neighbdads are visible now, but

you can see how the hillside above their hbasebeen trampled into a brick-hard
slippery surface with nothing alive on it but sooaetus. At the top of the slope there is a
contraption like a gallows, with a net for baskdthttached to it.

Charlotte's slice of the hill can still just Hescribed as a garden. It is terraced, and a
few of the roses on it are in bloom. But they hbgen sadly neglected; when Charley is
in one of her depressive moods, even the poorglaost suffer for it. They have been
allowed to grow out into a tangle of long thornysts, with the weeds thick between
them.

George climbs slowly, taking it easy. (Onlg trery young are not ashamed to arrive
panting.) These outdoor staircases are a featuteeafeighborhood. A few of them have
the original signs on their steps which were pairitg the bohemian colonists and
addressed, apparently, to guests who were clangbepstairs on their hands and knees,
drunk: Upward and onward. Never weaken. You'resid $hape, sport. Hey—you can't
die here! Ain't this heaven?

The staircases have become, as it were, sitreiments of the colonists' posthumous
vengeance on their supplanters, the modern housewir they defy all labor-saving
devices. Short of bringing in a giant crane, ther@solutely no way of getting anything
up them except by hand. The icebox, the stovehdtietub and all of the furniture have
had to be pushed and dragged up to Charley's twygstsavagely cursing men. Who then
clapped on huge extra charges and expected tifjsle t

Charley comes out of the house as he neatsph&he has been watching for him, as
usual, and no doubt fearing some last-moment chinigie plans. They meet on the tiny
unsafe wooden porch outside the front door, and Gegrge feels her soft bulky body
pressed against his. Then, abruptly, she releasewith a smart pat on the back, as
much as to show him that she isn't going to ovénéaaffection; she knows when enough
is enough.

"Come along in with you," she says.

Before following her indoors, George castsaange out over the little valley to the
line of boardwalk lamps where the beach beginsth@diark unseen ocean. This is a
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mild windless night, with streaks of sea fog dimgthe lights in the houses below.

From this porch, when the fog is really thick, yaan't see the houses at all and the lights
are just blurs, and Charlotte's nest seems marsigloemote from everywhere else in the
world.

It is a simple rectangular box, one of thossfghbs which were put up right after the
war. Newspapers enthused over them, they wereimeaxdaas the homes of the future;
but they didn't catch on. The living room is flodneith tatami, and more than somewhat
Oriental-gift-shop in decor. A teahouse lanterrthy door, wind bells at the windows, a
huge red paper fish-kite pinned to the wall. Twetyie scrolls: a madly Japanese tiger
snarling at a swooping (American?) eagle; an imal@itting under a tree, with half a
dozen twenty-foot hairs growing out of his chinr@élow couches littered with gay silk
cushions, too tiny for any useful purpose but perfer throwing at people.

"l say, I've just realized that there's a ng¥sistly smell of cooking in here!" Charlotte
exclaims. There certainly is. George answers pylitat it's a delicious smell and that it
makes him hungry.

"I'm trying a new kind of stew, as a mattefaaft. | got the idea from a marvelous
travel book Myrna Custer just brought me—about BorrOnly the author gets slightly
vague, so I've had to improvise a bit. | mean, ¢esd't come right out and say so, but |
have a suspicion that one's supposed to makehthwithan flesh. Actually, I've used
leftovers from a joint ..."

She is a lot younger than George—forty-fivetri@rthday—but, already, like him,
she is a survivor. She has the survivor's typiettidbed doggedness. To judge from
photographs, she was adequately pretty as longrasidgngray eyes were combined with
soft youthful

coloring. Her poor cheeks are swollen anthméd now, and her hair, which must
once have made a charming blur around her faceeiisly untidy. Nevertheless, she
hasn't given up. Her dress shows a grotesque kigdllantry, ill-advised but endearing:
an embroidered peasant blouse in bold colors,yedtbhw and violet, with the sleeves
rolled up to the elbows; a gipsyish Mexican skihieh looks as if she had girded it on
like a blanket, with a silver-studded cowboy belt-enly emphasizes her lack of shape.
Oh, and if she must wear sandals with bare feeg,wdn't she make up her toenails?
(Maybe a lingering middle-class Midlands puritanisnm operation here.) Jim once said
to her kiddingly about a similar outfit, "I see yo® adopted our native costume,
Charley." She laughed, not at all offended, butditia't get the point. She hasn't gotten it
yet. This is her idea of informal Californian plagar, and she honestly cannot see that
she dresses any differently from Mrs. Peabody desmt.

"Have | told you, Geo? No, I'm sure | havelve already made two New Year's
resolutions—only they're effective immediately. Thst is, I'm going to admit that |
loathe bourbon.” (She pronounces it like the dynasit the drink.) "I've been pretending
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not to, ever since | came to this country—all bseaBuddy drank it. But, let's face it,
who do | think I'm kidding now?" She smiles at Ggowrery bravely and brightly,
reassuring him that this is not a prelude to aacktof the Buddy-blues; then quickly
continues, "My other resolution is that I'm goilegstop denying that that infuriating
accusation is true: Women do mix drinks too stratagnn it! | suppose it's part of our
terrible anxiety to please. So let's begin the negime as of now, shall we? You come
and mix your own drink and mine too—and I'd likeaka and tonic, please."

She has obviously had at least a couple ajréder hands fumble as she lights a
cigarette. (The Indonesian ashtray is full, as Ysfdipstick-marked stubs.) Then she
leads the way into the kitchen with her curious

rolling gait which is nearly a limp, suggestiarthritis and the kind of toughness that
goes with it.

"It was sweet of you to come tonight, Geo."

He grins suitably, says nothing.

"You broke your other appointment, didn't you?

"l did not! | told you on the phone—these pleoganceled at the last minute—"

"Oh, Geo dear, come off it! You know, | som&s think, about you, whenever you
do something really sweet, you're ashamed oferatirds! You knew jolly well how
badly | needed you tonight, so you broke that apgpaent. | could tell you were fibbing,
the minute you opened your mouth! You and | caulttthe wool over each other's eyes.
| found that out, long ago. Haven't you—after aége years?"

"l certainly should have," he agrees, smilmgl thinking what an absurd and
universally accepted bit of nonsense it is thatrymst friends must necessarily be the
ones who best understand you. As if there werantbb much understanding in the
world already; above all, that understanding betweeers, celebrated in song and story,
which is actually such torture that no two of theam bear it without frequent separations
or fights. Dear old Charley, he thinks, as he fittesr snorts in her cluttered, none-too-
clean kitchen, how could | have gotten througheHast years without your wonderful
lack of perception? How many times, when Jim ahdd been quarreling and came to
visit you—sulking, avoiding each other's eyes,itajko each other only through you—
did you somehow bring us together again by thergb@ser of your unawareness that
anything was wrong?

And now, as George pours the vodka (givingahkght one, to slow her down) and
the Scotch (giving himself a heavier one, to cafglon), he begins to feel this utterly
mysterious unsensational thing—not bliss, not sgstaot joy—just plain happiness. Das
Glueck, le bonheur, la felicidad—they have giveallithree genders, but one has to
admit, however grudgingly, that the Spanish arbtrig is usually feminine,
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that's to say, woman-created. Charley craatetonishingly often; this doubtless is
something else she isn't aware of, since she céregten when she herself is miserable.
As for George, his felicidad is sublimely selfiste can enjoy it unperturbed while
Charley is in the midst of Buddy-blues or a Freidisr(one is brewing this evening,
obviously). However, there are unlucky occasiongmiou get her blues without your
felicidad, and it's a graveyard bore. But not thiening. This evening he is going to
enjoy himself.

Charlotte, meanwhile, has peeked into the @rehthen closed its door again,
announcing, "Twenty more minutes," with the absokdnfidence of a great chef, which
by God she isn't.

As they walk back into the living room witheih drinks, she tells him, "Fred called
me—ilate last night." This is said in her flat, urglayed crisis-tone.

"Oh?" George manages to sound sufficientlpssed. "Where is he now?"

"Palo Alto." Charlotte sits down on the couttder the paper fish, with conscious
drama, as though she has said, "Siberia."”

"Palo Alto—he was there before, wasn't he?"

"Of course he was. That's where that girldivde’'s with her, naturally. . . | must learn
not to say ‘'that girl." She's got a perfectly goadhe, and | can hardly pretend | don't
know it: Loretta Marcus. Anyhow, it's none of mysimess who Fred's with or what she
does with Fred. Her mother doesn't seem to card, Wé¥er mind any of that. . . . We
had a long talk. This time, he really was quite estand reasonable about the whole
situation. At least, | could feel how hard he wagsng to be . . . Geo, it's no good our
going on like this. He has made up his mind, reaflgl truly. He wants a complete
break."

Her voice is trembling ominously. George saithout conviction, "He's awfully
young, still."

"He's awfully old for his age. Even two yeag® he could have looked after himself
if he'd had to. Just because he's a minor, | taat him like a child—I

mean, and use the law to make him come li&edides, then, he'd never forgive
me_ll

"He's changed his mind before this."

"Oh, I know. And | know you think he hasn'hlbeed well to me, Geo. | don't blame
you for thinking that. | mean, it's natural for ytmutake my side. And then, you've never
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had any children of your own. You don't mind myisgythat, Geo dear? Oh, I'm sorry—

"Don't be silly, Charley."

"Even if you had had children, it wouldn'tlfgdoe the same. This mother and son
thing—I mean, especially when you've had to brimg tip without a father —that's
really hell. | mean, you try and you try—but evéiigg you do or say seems to turn out
wrong. | smother him—he said that to me once. it fi couldn't understand—I just
couldn't accept it—but now | do—I've got to—andhlestly think | do—he must live his
own life—right away from me—even if he begs melt®mply mustn't see him for a
long long while—I'm sorry, Geo—I didn't mean to tthis —I'm so—sorry--"

George moves closer to her on the couch,gnegsarm around her, squeezes her
sobbing plumpness gently, without speaking. Heotscold; he is not unmoved. He is
truly sorry for Charley and this mess—and yet —elicfdad remains intact; he is very
much at his case. With his free hand, he helpsdiits a sip of his drink, being careful
not to let the movement be felt through the engasjgel of his body.

But how very strange to sit here with Chadepbing and remember that night when
the long-distance call came through from Ohio. Acla of Jim's whom he'd never
met—trying to be sympathetic, even admitting Gesrgght to a small honorary share in
the sacred family grief—but then, as they talkeztdming a bit chilled by George's
laconic Yes, | see, yes, his curt No, thank yodh&funeral invitation—deciding no
doubt that this much talked of roommate hadn't [semh a close friend, after all. . . .

And then, at least five minutes after George haddpwn the phone when the first shock
wave hit, when the meaningless news suddenly neeaatly what it said, his blundering
gasping run up the hill in the dark, his blind shlimg on the steps, banging at Charley's
door, crying blubbering howling on her shoulderher lap, all over her; and Charley
squeezing him, stroking his hair, telling him treaial stuff one tells. . . . Late next
afternoon, as he shook himself out of the dazé®ftteeping pills she'd given him, he

felt only disgust: | betrayed you, Jim; | betrayrd life together; | made you into a sob
story for a skirt. But that was just hysteria, peHrthe second shock wave. It soon passed.
And meanwhile Charley, bless her silly heart, tduk situation over more and more
completely—cooking his meals and bringing them dowthe house while he was out,
the dishes wrapped in tinfoil ready to be rehedt;ing him notes urging him to call

her at any hour he felt the need, the deader ¢it tinge better; hiding the truth from her
friends with such visibly sealed lips that they taigrely have suspected Jim had fled the
state after some sex scandal—until at last sheuradd Jim's death into something of
her own creation entirely, a roaring farce. (Geasggrinning to himself, now.) Oh yes
indeed, he is glad that he ran to her that nighat hight, in purest ignorance, she taught
him a lesson he will never forget —namely, that gan't betray (that idiotic expression!)
a Jim, or a life with a Jim, even if you try to.

By now, Charlotte has sobbed herself intolencAfter a couple of sniffs, she says
"Sorry" again, and stops.
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"l keep wondering just when it began to gongd "Oh, Charley, for heaven's sake,
what good does that do?"

"Of course, if Buddy and | had stayed togeth€fNo one can say that was your
fault.”

"It's always both people's.”
"Do you hear from him nowadays?"

"Oh yes, every so often. They're still in $itoa.
He's out of a job. And Debbie just had another b#imst's their third—another daughter.
| can't think how they manage. | keep trying tgodtam sending any more money, even
though it is for Fred. But he's so obstinate, gaorb, when he thinks something's his
duty. Well, from now on, | suppose he and Fred have to work that out between them.
I'm out of the picture altogether—"

There is a bleak little pause. George givesahesncouraging pat on the shoulder.
"How about a couple of quick ones before that stew?

"l think that's a positively brilliant ideaShe laughs quite gaily. But then, as he takes
the glass from her, she strokes his hand with a embany return to pathos, "You're so
damned good to me, Geo." Her eyes fill with tebicswever, he can decently pretend that
he hasn't noticed them, so he walks away.

If I'd been the one the truck hit, he saykitoself, as he enters the kitchen, Jim would

be right here, this very evening, walking throulgis doorway, carrying these two
glasses. Things are as simple as that.

SO here we are,"” Charlotte says, "just thedfuwas. Just you and me."

They are drinking their coffee after dinnehnelstew turned out quite a success,
though not noticeably different from all Charlogtether stews, its relationship to Borneo
being almost entirely literary.

"Just the two of us," she repeats.

George smiles at her vaguely, not sure ytisfis a lead-in to something, or only

sententious-sentimental warmth arising from theewirhey had about a bottle and a half
between them.
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But then, slowly, thoughtfully, as though tinere a mere bit of irrelevant feminine
musing, she adds, "l suppose, in a day or two,dtrget around to cleaning out Fred's
room."

A pause.

"I mean, until I've done that, | won't feehtteverything's really over. You have to do
something, to convince yourself. You know what lam@"

"Yes, Charley. | think so."

"l shall send Fred anything he needs, of eaure rest | can store away. There's
heaps of space under the house.”

"Are you planning to rent his room?" Georgksasbecause, if she is leading up to
something, they may as well get to it.

"Oh no, | couldn't possibly do that. Well, iota stranger, anyhow. One couldn't offer
him any real privacy. He'd have to be part of tmify—oh dear, | must stop using that
expression, it's only force of

habit. . . . Still, you understand, Geo. ttuM have to be someone | knew most
awfully well—"

"l can see that."

"You know, you and I—it's funny—we're reallythe same boat now. Our houses are
kind of too big for us, and yet they're too small.”

"Depending on which way you look at it."

"Yes. ... Geo darling—if | ask you someth#aig's not that I'm trying to pry or
anything—"

"Go ahead."

"Now that—well, now that some time has gone-bgo you still feel that you want to
live alone?" "l never wanted to live alone, Charley

"Oh, | know! Forgive me. | never meant—"
"l know you didn't. That's perfectly all right

"Of course, | know how you must feel about theuse of yours. You've never
thought of moving, have you?"
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"No—not seriously."

"No—" (This is a bit wistful.) "l suppose yowuldn't. | suppose—as long as you stay
there—you feel closer to Jim. Isn't that it?"

"Maybe that's it."

She reaches over and gives his hand a loreggquof deep understanding. Then,
stubbing out her cigarette (brave, now, for botkthein), she says brightly, "Would you
like to get us some drinks, Geo?"

"The dishes, first."

"Oh, but, darling, let's leave them, pleagkeWiash them in the morning. | mean, I'd
like to. It gives me something to do these day®ré&ls so little—"

"No arguments, Charley! If you won't help rikdo them alone.”
"Oh, Geo!"

AND now, half an hour later, they're backhe living room again, with fresh drinks
in their hands.

"How can you pretend you don't love it?" shasking him, with a teasing, coquettish
reproachfulness. "And you miss it—you wish you weaek there—you know you do!"
This is one of her favorite themes.

"I'm not pretending anything, Charley, for hea's sake! You keep ignoring the fact
that | have been back there, several times; anchgwan't. I'm absolutely willing to
admit that I like it better every time | do go.fact, right now | think it's probably the
most extraordinary country in the world—becausesitich a marvelous mix-up.
Everything's changed, and yet nothing has. | dmieve | ever told you this—last year,
in the middle of the summer, when Jim and | werer dkiere, you remember, we made a
trip through the Cotswolds. Well, one morning weaven this little branch-line train,
and we stopped at a village which was right ot @ennyson poem—sleepy meadows
all around, and lazy cows, and moaning doves, amgeimorial elms, and the
Elizabethan manor house showing through the theas there, on the platform, were
two porters dressed just the same way porters lhese dressed since the nineteenth
century. Only they were Negroes from Trinidad. Ahd ticket collector at the gate was
Chinese. | nearly died of joy. | mean, it was the touch that had been lacking, all these
years. It finally made the whole place perfect—"

"I'm not sure how | should like that part ot says Charlotte. Her romanticism has
received a jolt, as he knew it would. Indeed, hetodd this story to tease

her. But she won't be put off. She wants m8he is
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just in the mood for tipsy daydreaming. "Aheén you went up North, didn't you," she
prompts him, "to look at the house you were bof\' in

"YeS."
"Tell me about it!"
"Oh, Charley—I've told you dozens of timesTell me again—please, Geo!"

She is as persistent as a child; and Geomgsaldom refuse her, especially after he's
had a few drinks.

"It used to be a farmhouse, you know. It wailt Iin 1649—the year they beheaded
Charles the First—" "1649! Oh, Geo—just think of it

"There are several other farms in the neighdod much older than that. Of course,
it's had a lot of alterations. The people who tivere now—nhe's a television producer in
Manchester—have practically rebuilt the insidetoPut in a new staircase and an extra
bathroom and modernized the kitchen. And the allagrthey wrote me that they now
have central heating."

"How horrible! There ought to be a law agaimshing beautiful old houses. This
craze for bringing things up to date—I suppose 'tteegaught it from this bloody
country."

"Don't be a goose, Charley darling! The plaes all but uninhabitable the way it
was. It's built of that local stone which seemsuok up every drop of moisture in the air.
And there's plenty, in that ghastly climate. Evesummer the walls used to be clammy;
and in winter, if you went into a room where the fnadn't been lighted for a few days, it
was cold as death. The cellar actually smelt likenab. Mold was always forming on the
books, and the wallpaper kept peeling off, andnloeints of the pictures were spotted
with damp. ..."

"Whatever you say about it, darling, you aleayake it sound so marvelously
romantic. Exactly like Wuthering Heights!"

"Actually, it's almost suburban nowadaysu¥Yvalk down a short lane and there
you are, on the main road, with buses running etveeynty minutes into Manchester."

"But didn't you tell me the house is on thgedf the moors?"
"Well, yes—so it is. That's what's so odd ahbut's kind of in two worlds. When
you look out from the back—from the room | was bornas a matter of fact—that view

literally hasn't changed since | was a boy. Yol s hardly any houses—just the open
hills, and the stone walls running over them, amemalittle whitewashed dots of farms.
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And of course the trees around the old farmyarcevpéainted long, long before | was
born, to shelter the house—there's a lot of windha@pe, on the ridge—qgreat big beech
trees—they make a sort of seething sound, like eavthat's one of the earliest sounds |
remember. | sometimes wonder if that's why | alwagge had this thing about wanting
to live near the ocean—"

Something is happening to George. To pleasel&h he has started to make magic;
and now the magic is taking hold of him. He is gatvare of this—but what's the harm?
It's fun. It adds a new dimension to being drunist &s long as there's no one to hear him
but Charley! She is sighing deeply now with symgathd delight—the delight of an
addict when someone else admits he's hooked, too.

"There's a little pub high up on the moors, ¥Bry last house in the village—actually
it's on the old coaching road over the hills, whieindly anyone uses now. Jim and | used
to go there in the evenings. It's called The Faisrigoy. The bar parlor has one of those
low, very heavy-looking ceilings, you know, with kpad oak beams; and there's a big
open fire-place. And some foxes' masks mountedhenvall. And an engraving of
Queen Victoria riding a pony in the Highlands—"

Charlotte is so delighted that she actuatypslher hands. "Geo! Oh, | can just see it
all"

"One night we were there, they stayed operadate, because it was Jim's birthday—
that is, they shut the outside door and went roghserving drinks. We felt marvelously
cozy, and we drank pints and pints of Guinnesgyiare than we wanted, just because it
was illegal. And then there was a "character—utfas how they all described him—0h,
he's a character, he is!" named Rex, who was adfiadustic beat. He worked as a farm
laborer, but only when he absolutely had to. Heestistalking in a very superior tone to
impress us. He told Jim, 'You Yanks are living warld of fantasy!' But then he got
much more friendly, and when we were walking bacthe inn where we were staying,
absolutely plastered by this time, Rex and | discedt something in commone we both
knew Newbolt's Vitae Lampada by heart, we'd ledraitt school. So of course we began
roaring out, 'Play up, play up, and play the gaatl when we got to the second verse,
about the sands of the desert being sodden red,|'She colonel's jammed and the
Gatling's dead," and Rex thought that was the gdkke year, and Jim sat right down on
the road, and buried his lace in his hands andadtta terrible groan—"

"You mean, he wasn't enjoying himself?"

"Jim not enjoying himself? He was having tladl bf his life! For a while | thought I'd
never get him out of .England again. And, you knbe/fell wildly in love with that pub?
The rest of the house is very attractive, | mustiadThere's an upstairs sitting loom
which you could really make something out of. Anuite a big garden. Jim wanted us to
buy it and five there, and run it together."

"What a marvelous idea! Oh, what a shame yalda't have!"
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"Actually, it wouldn't have been utterly imsiisle. We made some inquiries. | think
we could have persuaded them to sell. And no ddbtvould have picked up pub-
running, the way he did everything else. Of coutisere'd have been an awful lot of red
tape, and permits, and stuff.... Oh yes, we tatitsalit it.

We even used to say we'd go back this yediaok into the whole thing some
more—"

"Do you think—I mean, if Jim—would you realyave bought it and settled down
there?"

"Oh, who knows? We were always making plakes that. We hardly ever told other
people about them, even you. Maybe that was beceeigmew in our hearts they were
crazy. But then again, we did do some crazy thidgh)'t we? Well, we'll never know,
now. . . . Charlotte, dear, we are both in need dfink."

HE is suddenly aware of Charlotte saying, "Imge, for a man, it is different. ..."

(What's different? Can he have dozed off fooaple of seconds? George shakes
himself awake.)

". .. You know, | used to think that aboutd8ly? He could have lived anywhere. He
could have traveled hundreds of miles across naavéwed then suddenly just pitched his
tent and called it somewhere, and it would havenlseenewhere, simply because he said
so. After all, | mean, isn't that what the pioneaditslid in this country, not so long ago? It
must have been in Buddy's blood—though it certataly't be any longer. Debbie would
never put up with that sort of thing. No, Geo, srasy heart, | am honestly not being
bitchy! | wouldn't have put up with it either, iha long run. Women are like that—we've
simply got to hang on to our roots. We can be frlamted, yes—Dbut it has to be done by
a man, and when he's done it, he has to stay witnd wither—I mean water—I mean,
the new roots wither if they aren't watered. .He¥ voice has thickened. Now she gives
her head an abrupt shake, just as George did enfawents ago. "Am | making any
sense at all?"

"Yes, Charley. Aren't you trying to tell mewwe decided to go back?"
"You mean, go back home?"
"Are you sure it is home, still?"

"Oh dear—I'm not sure of anything—but—now Fdegsn't need me any more—will
you tell me, Geo, what am | doing here?"

"You've got a lot of friends."
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"Certainly | have. Friends. And they're rdaars. The Peabodys and the Garfeins,
especially, and Jerry and Flora, and | am very foindlyrna Custer. But none of them
need me. There isn't anyone who'd make me fedlygblout leaving them. . . . Now,
Geo, be absolutely honest—is there anyone, anyiale Aought to feel guilty about
leaving behind?"

There's me. No, he refuses to say it. Sudimflj is unworthy of them, even when
drunk. "Feeling guilty's no reason for staying omg," he tells her, firmly but kindly.
"The point is, do you want to go? If you want tq gou should go. Never mind anybody
else."

Charlotte nods sadly. "Yes, | suppose yougiatr

GEORGE goes into the kitchen, fixes anotbend. (They seem to be drinking up
much faster, now. This one really should be the)l&@ghen he comes out again, she's
sitting with her hands clasped, gazing in fronhef. "I think | shall go back, Geo. |
dread it—. but I'm beginning to think I really shial

"Why do you dread it?"

"In a way, | dread it. There's Nan, for onadii' "You wouldn't have to live with her,
would you?" "l wouldn't have to. But | would. I'mre | would.” "But, Charley—I've
always had the impression that

you loathe each other."”

"Not exactly loathe. Anyhow, in a family, tleahot really what matters. | mean, it can
be beside the point. That's hard to explain to @en, because you never had any
family, did you, after you were quite young? Nevduldn't say loathe. Though, of
course, when | first got to know Buddy—when shenfbout we were sleeping together,
that is—Nan did rather hate me. | mean, she hatetlick. Of course, in those days,
Buddy was a dreamboat. Any sister might have éallgus. But that wasn't the biggest
part of it. What she really minded was that Buddswa G.I. and that he was going to
take me back to live in the States when we weregiethrNan simply longed to come
over here, you see—so many girls did, after wartimgland and the shortages and
everything—but she'd have died rather than adufghe felt she was being disloyal to
England even to want to come. | do believe she fer sooner admitted to being
jealous of me with Buddy! Isn't that a laugh?"

"She knows you and Buddy have split up, afrse?"

"Oh yes, | had to tell her at once, right aftdnappened. Otherwise, I'd have been so
afraid she'd find out for herself, in some uncaway, and that would have been too
shaming. So | wrote to her about it, and she watek, such a beastly, quietly
triumphing letter, saying, Now | suppose you'll bBde come back here—back to the
country you deserted; that was what she impliecfSmurse | flew right off the
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handle—you know me/—and answered saying | wasfblighappy here, and that never
never would | set foot on her dreary little islaaghin. Oh, and then—I've never told you
any of this, because it embarrassed me so—aftestevthat letter, | felt most terribly
guilty, so | started sending her things: you kndeljcatessen from those luxury shops in
Beverly Hills, all sorts of cheeses and thingsaittles and jars. As a matter of fact, living
in this so-called land of plenty, | could hardlyaati them! And | was such an utter idiot,
| didn't once stop to think how tactless | was beilctually, 1 was playing right into
Nan's hands. | mean, she let me go on sendingiaktuff for a while—which she ate, |
presume—and then really torpedoed me. Asked hagrtteard in America that the war
had been over quite some time, and that BundleBritain were out of date?"

"Charming creature!"

"No, Geo—underneath all that, Nan really lowes It's just she wants me to see
things her way. You know, she's two years oldeat theant a lot when we were children.
I've always thought of her as being sort of likmad—I mean, she leads somewhere.
With her, I'll never lose my way. Do you know wiiat trying to say?"

"NO_"

"Well, never mind. There's another thing albgnihg back home—it's the past; and
that's all tied up with Nan, too. Sort of going k&g the place where | turned off the
road, do you see?"

"No. | don't see."”

"But, Geo—the past! Surely you can't pretead gon't know what | mean by that?"

"The past is just something that's over."

"Oh really—how can you be so tiresome!"

"No, Charley, | mean it. The past is over. [feanake believe that it isn't, and they
show you things in museums. But that's not the. past won't find the past in England.
Or anywhere else, for that matter."

"Oh, you're tiresome!"

"Listen, why not just go back there on a ?istiee Nan if you want to. But, for Christ's
sake, don't commit yourself."

"No—if | go back at all, I've got to go baak fgood."

"Why?"
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"l can't stand any more indecision. I've gobtirn my boats, this time. | thought I'd
done that when | came over here with Buddy. Bus, time, I've got to—"

"Oh, for Christ's sake!"

"I know I'll find it all changed. | know thetebe a lot of things I'll hate. | know I'll
miss all these supermarkets and labor-savers ango@nces. Probably I'll keep
catching one cold after another, after living irsttlimate. And | expect you're quite
right—I shall be miserable, living with Nan. | cahélp any of that. At least, when I'm
there, | shall know where | am.”

"Never in my born days have | heard such utteoling masochism!"

"Oh yes, | know it sounds like that. And perhit is! Do you suppose masochism's
our way of being patriotic? Or do | mean that theeo way round? What fun! Darling,
shouldn't we have another tiny drink? Let's drimikite masochism of Old England!"

"l don't think so, darling. Time for our beét’§Geo—you're leaving!"

"I must, Charley."

"But when shall | see you?"

"Very soon. That is, unless you're takingfoffEngland right away."

"Oh, don't tease me! You know perfectly wéti hot! It'd take me ages just to get
ready. Perhaps | never will go at all. How coukl/ér face all that packing and the
saying goodbye, and the effort? No—perhaps | nexer"

"We'll talk more about it. A lot more. . . 0&d night, Charley dear."

She rises as he bends forward to kiss hely hhep awkwardly and very nearly
topple over and roll on the floor. He steadies hasteadily.

"l should hate so to leave you, Geo."

"Then don't."

"The way you say that! | don't believe youecdr go or if | stay.”
"Of course | care!"

"Truly?"

"Truly!"
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"Geo?"

"Yes, Charley?"

"l don't think Jim would want me to leave yoere alone.”
"Then don't leave me."

"No—I'm dead serious! You remember when yadi lagirove up to San Francisco? In
September, it must have been, last year, just ahieigot back from England—"

"Yes."

"Jim couldn't come up with us that day. | fetrovhy. He flew up the next day and
joined us. Well, anyhow, just as you and | werdiggtinto the car, Jim said something
to me. Something I've never forgotten. ... Did éetell you this?"

"l don't believe so." (She has told him astesix times; always when very drunk.)

"He said to me, You two take care of eachmothiele did?"

"Yes he did. Those were his exact words. Abeb,
| believe he didn't just mean take care. He msamtething more—"

"What did he mean?"

"That was less than two months, wasn't itpbehe left for Ohio. | believe he said
take care, because he knew—"

Swaying a little, she regards him earnestlydomly, as though she were peering up at
him, fishlike, through all the liquor she has drufiRo you believe that, Geo?"

"How can we tell what he knew, Charley? Asdar taking care of each other, we can
be certain he'd have wanted us to do that." Ggauggehis hands on her shoulders. "So
now let's both tell each other to get some slelegl] se?"

"No, wait—" She's like a child, stalling oféttime with questions. "Do you suppose
that pub is still for sale?"

"l expect so. That's an idea! Why don't we bug€harley? What do you say? We

could get drunk and earn money at the same timat'd’bhe more fun than living with
Nan!"
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"Oh darling, how lovely! Do you suppose wellyeaould buy it? No—you're not
serious, are you? | can see you aren't. But deeftsay you aren't. Let's make plans
about it, like you and Jim used to. He'd like usii@ke plans, wouldn't he?"

"Sure he would. ... Good night, Charley."

"Good night, Geo, my love—" As they embrade kisses him full on the mouth.
And suddenly sticks her tongue right in. She hagedbis before, often. It's one of those
drunken long shots which just might, at least tegoally, once in ten thousand tries,
throw a relationship right out of its orbit and denhwhizzing off on another. Do women
ever stop trying? No. But, because they never shay, learn to be good losers. When,
after a suitable pause, he begins to draw backjsben't attempt to cling to him. And
now she accepts his going with no more resistaiekisses

her on the forehead. She is like a child Wwhs at last submitted to being tucked into
her cot.

"Sleep tight."

George turns, swings open the house doors take stride and—oops!—very very
nearly falls head first down the steps—all of theoh;-and, unthinkably, much farther—
ten, fifty, one hundred million feet into the battless black night. Only his grip on the
door handle saves him.

He turns groggily, with a punching heart, tmdpack at Charlotte; but luckily she has
wandered away off somewhere. She hasn't seen hthvigdasinine thing. Which is truly
providential because, if she had seen him, sheduaaNe insisted on his staying the
night; which would have meant, well, at the vergsie such a late breakfast that it would
have been brunch; which would have meant more siriwkich would have meant siesta
and supper, and more and more and more drinkdltevia . This has actually happened,
before now.

But this time he has escaped. And now he sltsehouse door with the care of a
burglar, sits himself down on the top step, takdsep breath, and gives himself a calm
stern talking to. You are drunk. Oh, you stupid thithg, how dare you get so drunk?
Well, now, listen: We are going to walk down thaseps very slowly, and when we are
at the bottom we are going straight home and ugsaaid right into bed, without even
brushing our teeth. All right, that's understoodu\here we go....

WELL and good.
How to explain, then, that, with his foot aadty on the bridge over the creek, George

suddenly turns, chuckles to himself, and with thevement of a child wriggling free of a
grownup—old guardian Cortex—runs off down the rdadghing, toward the ocean?
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As he trots out of Camphor Tree Lane on toQadas, he sees the round green
porthole lights of The Starboard Side, down ondbmener of the ocean highway across
from the beach, shining to welcome him.

The Starboard Side has been here since thestaiays of the colony. Its bar,
formerly a lunch counter, served the neighbors withr first post-Prohibition beers, and
the mirror behind it was sometimes honored by dflection of Tom Mix. But its finest
hours came later. That summer of 1945! The waoas @s over. The blackout no more
than an excuse for keeping the lights out at algamng. A sign over the bar said, "In case
of a direct hit, we close immediately.” Which wasant to be funny, of course. And yet,
out across the bay, in deep water under the dfffalos Verdes, lay a real Japanese
submarine full of real dead Japanese, depth-boraftedthey had sunk two or three
ships in sight of the California coast.

You pushed aside the blackout curtain andvediobyour way through a jam-packed
bar crowd, scarcely able to breathe or see for smdkre, in the complete privacy of the
din and the crowd, you and your pickup yelled thdiminary sex advances at each
other. You could flirt but you couldn't fight; treewvasn't even room to smack someone's
face. For that, you had to

one-night stands. And, though the charcaahants of those barbarian orgy-fires
have long since been ground into the sand, thescétiof the shore is still filthy with
trash; high-school gangs still daub huge scandalauds on its beach-wall; and
seashells are still less easy to find here tharadied rubbers.

The glory has faded, too, from The Starboadé;Snly a true devotee like George
can still detect even a last faint gleam of it. Pleece has been stripped of its dusty
marine trophies and yellow group photographs. Radter the New Year it's to be what
they dare to call redecorated: that's to say, date®t; in readiness for next summer's mob
of blank-faced strangers. Already there is a nékehox; and a new television fixed high
up on the wall, so you can turn half right, restityelbow on the bar and go into a cow-
daze, watching it. This is what most of the cust@naee doing, as George enters.

He makes unsteadily but purposefully for ligdrite little table in the corner, from
which the TV screen is invisible. At the table nextim, two other unhypnotized
nonconformists, an elderly couple who belong tol#isé handful of surviving colonists,
are practicing their way of love: a mild quarrelsoaicoholism which makes it possible
for them to live in a play-relationship, like chiéh. You old bag, you old prick, you old
bitch, you old bastard: rage without resentmentsatwithout venom. This is how it will
be for them till the end. Let's hope they will nelse parted, but die in the same hour of
the same night, in their beer-stained bed.

And now George's eyes move along the bar,@tagpfigure seated alone at the end
nearest the door. The young man isn't watchingthandeed, he is quite intent upon
something he is writing on the back of an enveldehe writes, he smiles to himself
and rubs the side of his large nose with his faggt. It is Kenny Potter.
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At first, George doesn't move; seems hardheazt at all. But then a slow intent smile
parts his lips. He

leans forward, watching Kenny with the detigha naturalist who has identified a
rosy finch out of the high sierras on a tree irtya gark. After a minute he rises, crosses
almost stealthily to the bar and slips onto theldbeside Kenny.

"Hello, there," he says.

Kenny turns quickly, sees who it is, laughsdly, crumples the envelope and tosses it
over the bar into a trash container. "Hello, sir."

"What did you do that for?"

"Oh. Nothing."

"l disturbed you. You were writing."

"It was nothing. Only a poem."

"And now it's lost to the world!"

"I'l remember it. Now I've written it downWould you say it for me?"

This sends Kenny into convulsions of laughti's crazy. It's"—he gulps down his
giggles—"it's a—a haiku!"

"Well, what's so crazy about a haiku?"

"I'd have to count the syllables first."

But Kenny obviously isn't going to count thaomw. So George says, "l didn't expect
to see you in this neck of the woods. Don't yoe lbwer on the other side of town, near
campus?"

"That's right. Only sometimes | like to getyawvay from there."

"But imagine your happening to pick on thistgalar bar!"

"Oh, that was because one of the kids told/owere in here a lot.”

"You mean, you came out here to see me?" psi@Baorge says this a little too
eagerly. Anyhow, Kenny shrugs it off with a teasgmgile.

"l thought I'd see what kind of a joint it was
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"It's nothing now. It used to be quite someghithough. And I've gotten accustomed
to coming here. You see, | live very close.”

"Camphor Tree Lane?"

"How in the world did you know that?"

"Is it supposed to be a secret?"

"Why no—of course not! | have students comerds see me now and then. | mean,
about their work—" George is immediately aware tha sounds defensive and guilty as
hell. Has Kenny noticed? He is grinning; but therhlas been grinning all the time.
George adds, rather feebly, "You seem to know dnldet about me and my habits. A

lot more than | know about any of you—"

"There isn't much to know about us, | gueg®hny gives him a teasing, challenging
look. "What would you like to know about us, sir?"

"Oh, I'll think of something. Give me time.\Gavhat are you drinking?"

"Nothing!" Kenny giggles. "He hasn't even getl me yet." And, indeed, the
bartender is absorbed in a TV wrestling match.

"Well, what'll you have?"

"What are you having, sir?"

"Scotch."

"Okay," Kenny says, in a tone which suggdsas he would have agreed just as
readily to buttermilk. George calls the bartendeernoudly, so he can't pretend not to
have heard—and orders. The bartender, alwaysd aibitch, demands to see Kenny's
I.D. So they go through all of that. George sauffibt to the bartender, "You ought to
know me by this time. Do you really think I'd bechwan idiot as to try to buy drinks for a
minor?"

"We have to check," says the bartender, thraugkin inches thick. He turns his back
on them and moves away. George feels a brief gppawerless rage. He has been made
to look like an ass—and in front of Kenny, too.

While they are waiting for the drinks, he gskéow did you get here? In your car?"

"I don't have one. Lois drove me."

"Where is she now, then?"
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"Gone home, | guess."

George senses something not quite in ordedy. Bu
whatever it is, Kenny doesn't seem worried abbiie adds vaguely, "I thought I'd walk
around for a while."

"But how'll you get back?"
"Oh, I'll manage."

(A voice inside George says, You could inviter to stay the night at your place. Tell
him you'll drive him back in the morning. What ialhdo you think | am? George asks it.
It was merely a suggestion, says the voice.)

The drinks arrive. George says to Kenny, "Lasky don't we sit over there, at the
table in the corner? That damned television keapshing my eye.”

"All right.”

It would be fun, George thinks, if the youngre just a little less passive. But that's
too much to ask. You have to play it their waynot at all. As they take their chairs,
facing each other, George says, "I've still gotpawcil sharpener,” and, bringing it out of
his pocket, he tosses it down on the table, aggtinshooting craps.

Kenny laughs. "l already lost mine!"

AND now an hour, maybe, has passed. And dheyoth drunk: Kenny fairly,
George very. But George is drunk in a good way,@melthat he seldom achieves. He
tries to describe to himself what this kind of dkanness is like. Well—to put it very
crudely—it's like Plato; it's a dialogue. A dialegbetween two people. Yes, but not a
Platonic dialogue in the hair-splitting, word-twigg, one-up-to-me sense; not a mock-
humble bitching match; not a debate on some digztrtheme. You can talk about
anything and change the subject as often as yeullikfact, what really matters is not
what you talk about, but the being together in gadicular relationship. George can't
imagine having a dialogue of this kind with a womla@cause women can only talk in
terms of the personal. A man of his own age wouwldftthere was some sort of polarity;
for instance, if he was a Negro. You and your djakpartner have to be somehow
opposites. Why? Because you have to be symbolicdgg—like, in this case, Youth and
Age. Why do you have to be symbolic? Because taleglie is by its nature impersonal.
It's a symbolic encounter. It doesn't involve aitparty personally. That's why, in a
dialogue, you can say absolutely anything. Everclbgest confidence, the deadliest
secret, comes out objectively as a mere metaphilustration which could never be
used against you.
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George would like to explain all of this to€e. But it is so complicated, and he
doesn't want to run the risk of finding that Keraan't understand him. More than
anything, he wants Kenny to understand,

wants to be able to believe that Kenny knathat this dialogue is all about. And
really, at this moment, it seems possible that latoes know. George can almost feel
the electric field of the dialogue surrounding amddiating them. He certainly feels
irradiated. As for Kenny, he looks quite beautifRédiant with rapport is the phrase
which George finds to describe him. For what shmésof Kenny isn't mere intelligence
or any kind of switched-on charm. There the twthein sit, smiling at each other—oh,
far more than that—fairly beaming with mutual irigig

"Say something," he commands Kenny.

"Do | have to?"

"Yes."

"What'l | say?"

"Anything. Anything that seems to be importarght now."

"That's the trouble. | don't know what is imamt and what isn't. | feel like my head
is stopped up with stuff that doesn't matter—| meaatter to me."

"Such as—"
"Look, | don't mean to be personal, sir—but—hle stuff our classes are about—"
"That doesn't matter to you?"

"Jesus Christ, sir—I said | wasn't being peadoYours are a whole lot better than
most; we all think that. And you do try to maked@dooks fit in with what's going on
nowadays, only, it's not your fault, but—we alwagem to end up getting bogged down
in the past; like this morning, with Tithonus. Lgdlidon't want to pan the past; maybe
it'll mean a whole lot to me when I'm older. Alhl'saying is, the past doesn't really
matter to most kids my age. When we talk like ieslove're just being polite. | guess
that's because we don't have any pasts of our ownepestuff we want to forget, like
things in high school, and times we acted liketsle"

"Well, fine! | can understand that. You daréied the past, yet. You've got the
present.”

"Oh, but the present's a real drag! | juspdesthe

present-- mean, the way it is right now—I meamjgbt's an exception, of course—
What are you laughing at, sir?"
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"Tonight-4! The present—no!" George is gettir@sy. Some people at the bar turn
their heads. "Drink to tonight!" He drinks, witHflaurish.

"Tonight—si!" Kenny laughs and drinks.

"Okay," says George. "The past—no help. Tles@mt—no good. Granted. But there's
one thing you can't deny; you're stuck with theifet You can't just sneeze that off."

"l guess we are. What's left of it. There maybe much, with all these rockets—"

"Death."

"Death?"

"That's what | said."

"Come again, sir. | don't get you."

"l said death. | said, do you think about deatot?"

"Why, no. Hardly, at all. Why?"

"The future—that's where death is."

"Oh—yeah. Yeah—maybe you've got a point tHd€enny grins. "You know
something? Maybe the other generations before e tosthink about death a lot more
than we do. What | mean is, kids must have gottad, thinking how they'd be sent out
to some corny war and killed, while their folksystd home and acted patriotic. But it

won't be like that any more. We'd all be in thimghtogether."

"You could still get mad at the older peojdecause of all those extra years they'll
have had before they get blown up."

"Yes, that's right, | could, couldn't I? Maybwill. Maybe I'll get mad at you, sir.”
"Kenneth—"
"Sir?"

"Just as a matter of the purest sociologit@rest, why do you persist in calling me
Sir?"

Kenny grins teasingly. "I'll stop if you wamie to." "I didn't ask you to stop. | asked
you why."
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"Why don't you like it? None of you do, thdyg guess.”

"You mean, none of us old folks?" George ssndao-hard-feelings smile.
Nevertheless, he feels that the symbolic relatignishstarting to get out of hand. "Well,
the usual explanation is that we don't like bemminded—"

Kenny shakes his head decisively, "No."

"What do you mean, 'No'?"

"You're not like that."

"Is that supposed to be a compliment?”

"Maybe. The point is, | like calling you sir."

"You do?"

"What's so phony nowadays is all this famitjarPretending there isn't any difference
between people —well, like you were saying aboutanities, this morning. If you and |

are no different, what do we have to give eachr@thtow can we ever be friends?"

He does understand, George thinks, delighiadt. two young people can be friends,
surely?"

"That's something else again. They can, Y&, a fashion. But there's always this
thing of competition, getting in the way. All youpgople are kind of competing with
each other, do you know that?"

"Yes, | suppose so—unless they're in love."

"Maybe they are even then. Maybe that's whatsg with—" Kenny breaks off
abruptly. George watches him, expecting to hearescomfidence about Lois. But it
doesn't come. For Kenny is obviously following soguéte different train of thought. He
sits smiling in silence for a few moments and—yesually —he is blushing! "This
sounds as corny as hell, but—"

"Never mind. Go ahead.”

"l sometimes wish—I mean, when you read thdstorian novels—I'd have hated
living in those days, all except for one thing—bbl|l—I can't say it!" He breaks off,
blushing and laughing.

"Don't be silly!™
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"When | say it, it's so corny, it's the enditB-I'd
have liked living when you could call your fathér's
"Is your father alive?"

"Oh, sure.”

"Why don't you call him sir, then? Some soasalen nowadays."

"Not my father. He isn't the type. Besidesjdm around. He ran out on us a couple
of years ago. . . Hell!"

"What's the matter?"

"Whatever made me tell you all that? Am | dewn something?”

"No more drunk than I am."

"l must be stoned.”

"Look—if it bothers you—Iet's forget you tohde."” "I won't forget."

"Oh yes, you will. You'll forget if | tell yoto forget."

"Will 17"

"You bet you will!"

"Well, if you say so—okay."

"Okay, sir."

"Okay, sir!" Kenny suddenly beams. He is nepleased—so pleased that his own
pleasure embarrasses him. "Say, you know—when écarar here—I mean, when |
thought | might just happen to run into you thigewmg—there was something | wanted
to ask you. | just remembered what is was"—he dawesest of his drink in one long
swallow—"it's about experience. They keep tellimg ywhen you're older, you'll have
experience—and that's supposed to be so great. Wéhddl you say about that, sir? Is it
really any use, would you say?"

"What kind of experience?"

"Well—places you've been to, people you've. i8#tiations you've been through

already, so you know how to handle them when tloegecup again. All that stuff that's
supposed to make you wise, in your later years."
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"Let me tell you something, Kenny. For othepple, | can't speak—but, personally, |
haven't gotten wise on anything. Certainly, I'verbé&rough this and

that; and when it happens again, | say toeffiyldere it is again. But that doesn't
seem to help me. In my opinion, |, personally, hgotten steadily sillier and sillier and
sillie—and that's a fact.”

"No kidding, sir? You can't mean that! You mesillier than when you were young?"

"Much, much sillier."

"I'll be darned. Then experience is no usal&tYou're saying it might just as well not
have happened?”

"No. I'm not saying that. | only mean, you tase it. But if you don't try to—if you
just realize it's there and you've got it—therait de kind of mar-velous."

"Let's go swimming," says Kenny abruptly, fdsdred by the whole conversation.

"All right.”

Kenny throws his head right back and laugHdlwi"Oh—that's terrific!"

"What's terrific?"

"It was a test. | thought you were bluffinpoat being silly. So | said to myself, I'll
suggest doing something wild, and if he objectshkeifeven hesitates—then I'll know it
was all a bluff. You don't mind my telling you thab you, sir?"

"Why should 1?"

"Oh, that's terrific!"

"Well, I'm not bluffing—so what are we waitifgr? You weren't bluffing, were
you?"

"Hell, no!"

They jump up, pay, run out of the bar and sstbe highway, and Kenny vaults the
railing and drops down, about eight feet, ontoldbach. George, meanwhile, is
clambering over the rail, a bit stiffly. Kenny la®kip, his face still lit by the boardwalk
lamps: "Put your feet on my shoulders, sir." Geatges so, drunk-trustful, and Kenny,
with the deftness of a ballet dancer, supportsthyrankles and calves, lowering him
almost instantly to the sand. During the descéeir bodies rub against each other,
briefly but roughly. The electric field of the digjue is broken. Their relationship, what
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ever it now is, is no longer symbolic. Theyntand begin to run toward the ocean.

Already the lights seem far, far behind. Theg bright but they cast no beams;
perhaps they are shining on a layer of high fog Whves ahead are barely visible. Their
blackness is immensely cold and wet. Kenny is megoif his clothes with wild
whooping cries. The last remaining minim of Gesgalution is aware of the lights and
the possibility of cruise cars and cops, but hesdbdesitate, he is no longer able to; this
dash from the bar can only end in the water. Hpsstrimself clumsily, tripping over his
pants. Kenny, stark naked now, has plunged andadng straight in, like a fearless
native warrior, to attack the waves. The undertowery strong. George flounders for a
while in a surge of stones. As he finally strugdlesugh and feels sand under his feet,
Kenny comes body-surfing out of the night and sbatst him without a glance--a
water-creature absorbed in its element.

As for George, these waves are much too bigifa. They seem truly tremendous,
towering up, blackness unrolling itself out of tkaess, mysteriously and awfully
sparkling, then curling over in a thundering sl&fioam which is sparked with
phosphorus. George has sparks of it all over hityband he laughs with delight to find
himself bejeweled. Laughing, gasping, choking,sh®0 drunk to be afraid; the salt
water he swallows seems as intoxicating as whidkeym time to time he catches
tremendous glimpses of Kenny, arrowing down sorpeliog foam-precipice. Then,
intent upon his own rites of purification, Geordgaggers out once more, wide-open-
armed, to receive the stunning baptism of the €kiking himself to it utterly, he washes
away thought, speech, mood, desire, whole selwtise difetimes; again and again he
returns, becoming always cleaner, freer, less sHeifectly happy by himself; it's
enough to know that Kenny and he are the sole shaf¢he element. The waves and the
night and the noise exist only for their play. Medirle, no more than two hundred yards
distant, the lights shine

from the shore and the cars flick past updman the highway, flashing their long
beams. On the dark hillsides you can see lamgsimvindows of dry homes, where the
dry are going dryly to their dry beds. But Georgd &enny are refugees from dryness;
they have escaped across the border into the watdd; leaving their clothes behind
them for a customs fee.

And now, suddenly, here is a great, an apptiablly great wave, and George is way
out, almost out of his depth, standing naked amglgefore its presence, under the lip of
its roaring upheaval and the towering menace déltsHe tries to dive through it—even
now he feels no real fear—but instead he is caagttpicked up, turned over and over
and over, flapping and kicking toward a surfacechhnay be either up or down or
sideways, he no longer knows.

And now Kenny is dragging him out, groggy-ledgKenny's hands are under
George's armpits and he is laughing and sayingglikanny, "That's enough for now!"
And George, still water-drunk, gasps, "I'm all igland wants to go straight back into
the water. But Kenny says, "Well, I'm not—I'm c8ldnd nanny-like he towels George,
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with his own shirt, not George's, until George sthpn because his back is sore. The
nanny-relationship is so convincing at this montaat George feels he could curl up and
fall immediately asleep right here, shrunk to clsige within the safety of Kenny's
bigness. Kenny's body seems to have grown gigaimioe they left the water. Everything
about him is larger than life: the white teeth of ¢win, the wide dripping shoulders, the
tall slim torso with its heavy-hung sex, and thegdegs, now beginning to shiver.

"Can we go back to your place, sir?" he asks.
"Sure. Where else?"

"Where else?" Kenny repeats, seeming to fimglery amusing. He picks up his
clothes and turns, still naked, toward the highwaag the lights.

"Are you crazy?" George shouts after him.

"What's the matter?" Kenny looks back, grimgnin
"You're going to walk home like that? Are you crazihey'd call the cops!"

Kenny shrugs his shoulders good-humoredly biddly would have seen us. We're
invisible—didn't you know?"

But he gets into his clothes now, and Geomgsdikewise. As they start up the beach
again, Kenny puts his arm around George's shouleu know something, sir? They
ought not to let you out on your own, ever. Yoliable to get into real trouble.”

THEIR walk home sobers George quite a lotthgytime they reach the house, be no
longer sees the two of them as wild water-creatomess an elderly professor with wet
hair bringing home an exceedingly wet student enrthddle of the night. George
becomes self-conscious and almost curt. "The bathupstairs. I'll get you some
towels."

Kenny reacts to the formality at once. "Argti taking a shower, too, sir?" he asks,
in a deferential, slightly disappointed tone.

"l can do that later. | wish | had some clatgeur size to lend you. You'll have to
wrap up in a blanket, while we dry your things ba heater. It's rather a slow process,
I'm afraid, but that's the best we can do.”

"Look, don't want to be a nuisance. Why dbgth now?"

"Don't be an idiot. You'd get pneumonia.”

"My clothes'll dry on me. I'll be all right.”
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"Nonsense! Come on up and I'll show you wieserything is."

George's refusal to let him leave appearate [pleased Kenny. At any rate, he makes
a terrific noise in the shower, not so much sing@s@ series of shouts. He is probably
waking up the neighbors, George thinks, but whesaiGeorge's spirits are up again; he
feels excited, amused, alive. In his bedroom, ldresses quickly, gets into his thick
white terry-cloth bathrobe, hurries downstairs agputs on the kettle and fixes some
tuna fish and tomato sandwiches on rye. They &readly, set out on a tray in the living
room, when

Kenny comes down, wearing the blanket awklyashved-from-shipwreck style.
Kenny doesn't want coffee or tea; he wouldeahave beer, he says. So George gets
him a can from the icebox and unwisely pours hifrséliggish Scotch. He returns to
find Kenny looking around the room as though icfaates him.
"You live here all by yourself, sir?"
"Yes," says George, and adds with a shad®oy, "Does that surprise you?"
"No. One of the kids said he thought you did."

"As a matter of fact, | used to share thicelwith a friend."

But Kenny shows no curiosity about the friefiou don't even have a cat or a dog or
anything?"

"You think | should?" George asks, a bit aggnee. The poor old guy doesn't have
anything to love, he thinks Kenny is thinking.

"Hell, no! Didn't Baudelaire say they're lialtb turn into demons and take over your
life?"

"Something like that. This friend of mine Hats of animals, though, and they didn't
seem to take us over. Of course, it's differentwihere’s two of you. We often used to
agree that neither one of us would want to keefheranimals if the other wasn't
there...."

No. Kenny is absolutely not curious about ahthis. Indeed, he is concentrating on
taking a huge bite out of his sandwich. So Geosls aim, "Is it all right?"

"I'll say!" He grins at George with his mouthl, then swallows and adds, "You know
something, sir? | believe you've discovered theeteasf the perfect life!”
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"l have?" George has just gulped nearly atguaf his Scotch to drown out a spasm
which started when he talked about Jim and the @simNow be feels the alcohol
coming back on him with a rush. It is exhilaratibgt it is coming much too fast.

"You don't realize how many kids my age justagn about the kind of setup you've
got here. | mean, what more can you want? | mgandon't have to take orders from
anybody. You can do any crazy thing that comesyota head.”

"And that's your idea of the perfect life?"
"Sure it is!"
"Honestly?"

"What's the matter, sir? Don't you believe t&vhat | don't quite understand is, if
you're so keen on living alone—how does Lois fit"in

"Lois? What's she got to do with it?"

"Now, look, Kenny—I don't mean to be nosy—ightly or wrongly, | got the idea
that you and she might be, well, considering—"

"Getting married? No. That's out."
Iloh?ll

"She says she won't marry a Caucasian. Slsesb@ycan't take people in this country
seriously. She doesn't feel anything we do herensiaaything. She wants to go back to
Japan and teach.”

"She's an American citizen, isn't she?"

"Oh, sure. She's a Nisei. But, just the sahe,and her whole family got shipped up
to one of those internment camps in the Sierrght after the war began. Her father had
to sell his business for peanuts, give it awaygtoeally, to some sharks who were
grabbing all the Japanese property and talkingbiut avenging Pearl Harbor! Lois was
only a small kid, then, but you can't expect anymni®rget a thing like that. She says
they were all treated as enemy aliens; no one gaea a damn which side they were on.
She says the Negroes were the only ones who aeteshtlly to them. And a few
pacifists. Christ, she certainly has the rightatehour guts! Not that she does, actually.
She always seems to be able to see the funny kttangs."”

"And how do you feel about her?"

"Oh, | like her a lot."
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"And she likes you, doesn't she?"

"l guess so. Yes, she does. A lot."

"But don't you want to marry her?"

"Oh sure. | guess so. If she were to changeattiéude. But | doubt if she will. And,
anyhow, I'm in no rush about marrying anyone. Tkeadot of things | want to do,
first—" Kenny pauses, regarding George with his tbe@asing, penetrating grin. "You
know what | think, sir?"

"What do you think?"

"l don't believe you're that much interestdtetter | marry Lois or not. | think you
want to ask me something different. Only you'reswe how I'll take it."

"What do | want to ask you?"

This is getting positively flirty, on both &d. Kenny's blanket, under the relaxing
influence of the talk and beer, has slipped, baaimgrm and a shoulder and turning itself
into a classical Greek garment, the chlamys wora Bgung disciple—the favorite,
surely —of some philosopher. At this moment, hetierly, dangerously charming.

"You want to know if Lois and |—if we make awigether."

"Well, do you?"

Kenny laughs triumphantly. "So | was rightMdybe. Maybe not. . . . Do you?"

"We did, once."

"Why only once?"

"It wasn't so long ago. We went to a motés. down the beach, as a matter of fact,
quite near here."

"Is that why you drove out here tonight?"

"Yes—partly. | was trying to talk her into ggithere again.”
"And that's what the argument was about?"

"Who says we had an argument?"

"You left her to drive home alone, didn't ybu?
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"Oh well, that was because. . . . No, yought—she didn't want to. She hated that
motel the first time, and | don't blame her. Thigcefand the desk clerk, and the
register—all that stuff they put you through. Anficcourse they know damn well what
the score is. It all makes the thing much too ingodrand corny,

like some big sin or something. And the wasytlook at you! Girls mind all that
much more than we do—" "So now she's called thdewtong off?"

"Hell, no, it's not that bad! It's not thae&hagainst it, you understand. Not on
principle. In fact, she's definitely—well, anyholnguess we can work something out.
Wwe'll have to see...."

"You mean, maybe you can find some placeifimétso public and embarrassing?”

"That'd be a big help, certainly.” Kenny grigawns, stretches himself. The chlamys
slips off his other shoulder. He pulls it back oleth shoulders as he rises, turning it into
a blanket again and himself into a gawky twentigghtury American boy comically
stranded without his clothes. "Look, sir, it's gejtas late as all hell. | have to be going."

"Where, may | ask?"

"Why, back across town."

"In what?"

"l can get a bus, can't I?"

"They won't start running for another two hgyuat least.”

"Just the same ..."

"Why don't you stay here? Tomorrow  drive ydlidon't think I..."

"If you start wandering around this neighbartian the dark, now the bars are shut,
the police will stop you and ask what you're doiAgd you aren't exactly sober, if you
don't mind my saying so. They might even take you i

"Honestly, sir, I'll be all right.”

"l think you're out of your mind. However, Weliscuss that in a minute. First—sit
down. I've got something | want to tell you."”

Kenny sits down obediently, without furthepfast. Perhaps he is curious to know
what George's next move will be.
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"Now listen to this very carefully. | am abdat
make a simple statement of fact. Or facts. No contnserequired from you. If you like,
you can decide that this doesn't concern you alsathat clear?" "Yes, sir."

"There's a woman | know who lives near herererg close friend of mine. We have
supper together at least one day a week; ofterg than that. Matter of fact, we had
supper tonight. Now—it never makes any differerecker which day | pick. So what I've
decided is this—and, mind, it has nothing whatso&velo with you, necessarily—from
now on, | shall go to her place for supper eachkveeethe same night. Invariably, on the
same night. Tonight, that is. Is that much cleao? don't answer. Go right on listening,
because I'm just coming to the point. These nighten | have supper with my friend, |
shall never, under any circumstances, return hefieréd midnight. Is that clear? No—
listen! This house is never locked, because angon&l get into it anyway just by
breaking a panel in the glass door. Upstairs, irstagy, you must have noticed that
there's a couch bed? | keep it made up with cleasts on it, just on the once-in-a-blue
moon chance that I'll get an unexpected guest—asgiou are going to be tonight, for
instance. . . . No—listen carefully! If that bedre@ver used while | was out, and
straightened up afterwards, I'd never be any tlserwAnd if my cleaning woman were
to notice anything, she'd merely put the sheets¢amgb to the laundry; she'd suppose I'd
had a guest and forgotten to tell her. . . All tiglve made a decision and now I've told
you about it. Just as | might tell you I'd decidedvater the garden on a certain day of
the week. | have also told you a few facts abogtlibuse. You can make a note of them.
Or you can forget them. That's all.”

George looks straight at Kenny. Kenny smilaskbat him faintly. But he is—yes, just
a little bit—embarrassed.

"And now get me another drink."

"Okay, sir." Kenny rises from his chair witbtice
able eagerness, as if glad of this breaking ofidens
He picks up George's glass and goes into theddatcBeorge calls after him, "And get
yourself one, too!"

Kenny puts his head around the corner, groprils that an order, sir?"
"You're damn right it is!"
| suppose you've decided I'm a dirty old mian?

While Kenny was getting the drinks from thicken, George felt himself entering a
new phase. Now, as Kenny takes his seat agais, @ugh he cannot have realized it
yet, in the presence of a George transformed:raiftable George, who articulates
thickly but clearly, with a menace behind his wor@ls inquisitorial George, seated in

judgment and perhaps about to pronounce sentemcerakular George, who may
shortly begin to speak with tongues.
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This isn't at all like their drunkenness aeTtarboard Side. Kenny and he are no
longer in the symbolic dialogue-relationship; thesv phase of com-munication is very
much person-to-person. Yet, paradoxically, Kenrgnsefarther away, not closer; he has
receded far beyond the possible limits of an ale@&ld. Indeed, it is only now and then
that George can see him clearly, for the room leastme dazzlingly bright, and Kenny's
face keeps fading into the brightness. Also, tieeeloud buzzing in George's ears, so
loud that he can't be certain if Kenny answeredjbesstion or not.

"You needn't say anything," George tells Kefthys dealing with either possibility),
"because | admit it—oh, hell, yes, of course | adtil am a dirty old man. Ninety-nine
per cent of all old men are dirty. That is, if yeant to talk that language; if you insist on
that kind of dreariness. I'm not protesting agaitsat you choose to call me or don't. I'm
protesting against an attitude—and I'm only dolmag for your sake, not mine.

"Look—things are quite bad enough anyhow, ax@ys—we're in quite enough of a
mess, semantically and every other way—withoutiggtburselves entangled in these
dreary categories. | mean, what is this life ofsssupposed to be for? Are we to spend it
identifying each other with catalogues, like totgis an art gallery? Or are we to try to
exchange some kind of a signal, however garbledyéd's too late? You answer me
that!

"It's all very fine and easy for you youngnips to come to me on campus and tell me
I'm cagey. Merciful Christ—cagey! Don't you everolnbetter than that? Don't you
have a glimmering of how | must feel —longing teak?

"You asked me about experience. So | told ¥oqperience isn't any use. And yet, in
quite another way, it might be. If only we werailtsuch miserable fools and prudes and
cowards. Yes, you too, my boy. And don't you daeydit! What | said just now, about
the bed in the study—that shocked you. Becausewsra determined to be shocked.
You utterly refused to understand my motives. Old,Glon't you see? That bed—what
that bed means—that's what experience is!

"Oh well, I'm not blaming you. It'd be a miladé you did understand. Never mind.
Forget it. Here am I. Here are you—in that damnadket. Why don't you take it right
off, for Christ's sake? What made me say thatppase you're going to misunderstand
that, too? Well, if you do, | don't give a damneTpoint is —here am | and here are
you—and for once there's no one to disturb us. fifaig never happen again. | mean that
literally! And the time is desperately short. Aljint, let's put the cards on the table. Why
are you here in this room at this moment? Becaasemant me to tell you something!
That's the true reason you came all the way a¢oegs tonight. You may have honestly
believed it was to get Lois in bed with you. Minolwy I'm not saying one word against
her. She's a truly beautiful angel. But you caydl & dirty old man; he isn't sentimental
about Young Love; he knows just how much it's werthgreat deal, but not everything.
No, my dear Kenneth. You came here this evenirsgpéome—whether you realize it or
not. Some part of you knew quite well that Lois Webrefuse to go to that motel again;
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and that that would give you an excuse to sendhtwere and get yourself stranded out
here. | expect that poor girl is feeling terribleoat it all, right now, and crying into her
pillow. You must be very sweet to her when you lseeagain....

"But I'm getting off the point. The point iu came to ask me about something that
really is important. So why be ashamed and denYat? see, | know you through and
through. I know exactly what you want. You want toeell you what | know.

"Oh, Kenneth, Kenneth, believe me—there'singthd rather do! | want like hell to
tell you. But | can't. | quite literally can't. Bagse, don't you see, what | know is what |
am? And | can't tell you that. You have to finautt for yourself. I'm like a book you
have to read. A book can't read itself to youoksh't even know what it's about. | don't
know what I'm about.

"You could know what I'm about. You could. Buatu can't be bothered to. Look—
you're the only boy | ever met on that campus llydeelieve could. That's what makes it
so tragically futile. Instead of trying to know,ycommit the inexcusable triviality of
saying 'He's a dirty old man," and turning thisreng, which might be the most precious
and unforgettable of your young life, into a flirtm! You don't like that word, do you?
But it's the word. It's the enormous tragedy ofrgtreng nowadays: flirtation. Flirtation
instead of fucking, if you'll pardon my coarsengdsany of you ever do is flirt, and
wear your blankets off one shoulder, and complaouamotels. And miss the one thing
that might really—and, Kenneth, | do not say ttasually—transform your entire life—"

For a moment, Kenny's face is quite distitiayrins, dazzlingly. Then his grin breaks
up, is refracted, or whatever you call it, intonteows of light. The rainbows blaze.
George is blinded by them. He shuts his eyes. Aawdthe buzzing in his ears is the roar
of Niagara.

HALF an hour, an hour, later--not long, anywageorge blinks and is awake.

Night, still. Dark. Warm. Bed. Am in bed! Herks up, propped on his elbow. Clicks
on the bedside lamp. His hand does this; arm evslepajama sleeve. Am in pajamas!
Why? How?

Where is he?

George staggers out of bed, dizzy, a bit sickstartled wide awake. Ready to lurch
into the front room. No—wait. Here's paper proppgdinst lamp:

Thought maybe I'd better split, after alikelto wander around at night. If those cops
pick me up, | won't tell them where I've been--omise! Not even if they twist my arm!

That was great, this evening. Let's do it agsihall we? Or don't you believe in
repeating things?
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Couldn't find pajamas you already used, s& these clean ones from the drawer.
Maybe you sleep raw? Didn't want to take a chathmeigh. Can't have you getting
pneumonia, can we?

Thanks for everything,
KENNETH

George sits on the bed, reading this. Theth slight impatience, like a general who
has just glanced through an unimportant dispatehets the paper slide to the floor,
stands up, goes into the bathroom, empties higlbladoesn't glance in the mirror,
doesn't even turn on the light, returns to beds getswitches off bed lamp.

Little teaser, his mind says, but without lsst resentment. Just as well he didn't
stay.

But, as he lies on his back in the dark, tiesomething that keeps him from sleep: a
tickle in the blood and the nerves of the groine Bicohol itches in him, down there.

Lying in the dark, he conjures up Kenny andkslio their car, makes them drive into
Camphor Tree Lane, park further down the streetase a neighbor should be watching,
hurry discreetly across the bridge, get the do@nepit sticks, she giggles—bump
against the living-room furniture—a tiny Japaneseat alarm —tiptoe upstairs without
turning on the lights. . .

No—it won't work. George tries several timest he just cannot make Lois go up
those stairs. Each time he starts her up thendamaterializes, as it were. (And now he
knows, with absolute certainty, that Kenny will eebe able to persuade her even to
enter this house.)

But the play has begun, now, and Georgeasiwut to stop it. Kenny must be
provided with a partner. So George turns Lois thiosexy little gold cat, the Mexican
tennis player. No trouble about getting him upstdtte and Kenny are together in the
front room, now. George hears a belt drop to tberflThey are stripping themselves
naked.

The blood throbs deep down in George's githe. flesh stirs and swells up, suddenly
hard hot. The pajamas are pulled off, tossed obedf

George hears Kenny whisper to the Mexican, €om kid! Making himself invisible,
he enters the front room. He finds the two of thest about to lie down together....

No. That won't work, either. George doesk# KKenny's attitude. He isn't taking his

lust seriously; in fact, he seems to be on theevefgyiggles. Quick—we need a
substitute! George hastily turns Kenny into theltdmnd boy from the tennis court. Oh,
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much better! Perfect! Now they can embrace. Nowfigree hot animal play can begin.
George hovers above them,

watching; then he begins passing in and otheif writhing, panting bodies. He is
either. He is both at once. Ah—it is so good! Ah—ah !

You old idiot, George's mind says. But heas ashamed of himself. He speaks to the
now slack and sweating body with tolerant good hyras if to an old greedy dog which
has just gobbled down a chunk of meat far biggen ihreally wanted. Well, maybe
you'll let us sleep, now? His hand feels for a lkanchief from under the pillow, wipes
his belly dry.

As sleep begins to wash lightly over himals&s himself, Shall I mind meeting
Kenny's eye in class on Monday?

No. Not a bit. Even if he has told Lois (whictioubt) : | undressed him, | put him to
bed, he was drunk as a skunk. For then he will haldgeher about the swimming, too:
You should have seen him in that water—as crazaylad! They ought not to let you out
on your own, | said to him.

George smiles to himself, with entire selfifaction. Yes, | am crazy, he thinks. That
is my secret; my strength.

And I'm about to get much crazier, he annosingest watch me, all of you! Do you
know what? I'm flying to Mexico for Christmas! Yaare me to? I'll make reservations
first thing in the morning!

He falls asleep, still smiling.

PARTIAL surfacings, after this. Partial emiegs, just barely breaking the sheeted
calm of the water. Most of George remaining submerig sleep.

Just barely awash, the brain inside its skaithe pillow cognizes darkly; not in its
daytime manner. It is incapable of decision nowt, Barhaps for this very reason, it can
become aware, in this state, of certain decisippsugntly not yet made. Decisions that
are like codicils which have been secretly signad \&itnessed and put away in a most
private place to await the hour of their execution.

Daytime George may even question the mak#rase decisions; but he will not be
allowed to remember its answers in the morning.

What if Kenny has been scared off? What iflbesn't come back? Let him stay away.
George doesn't need him, or any of these kidsshlelooking for a son.

What if Charlotte goes back to England?
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He can do without her, if he must. He doasedd a sister.

Will George go back to England?

No. He will stay here.

Because of Jim?

No. Jim is in the past, now. He is of no us&eorge any more.

But George remembers him so faithfully.

George makes himself remember. He is afraid of

forgetting. Jim is my life, he says. But hél\Wwave to

forget, if he wants to go on living. Jim isatle. Then why will George stay here?

This is where he found Jim. He believes hé fimd
another Jim here. He doesn't know it, but he teasesl looking already.

Why does George believe he will find him?
He only knows that he must find him. He bedighe will because he must.
But George is getting old. Won't it very sdmmtoo late?

Never use those words to George. He wordrligtle daren't listen. Damn the future.
Let Kenny and the kids have it. Let Charley keepphst. George clings only to Now. It
is Now that he must find another Jim. Now that hesnhove. Now that he must live....

MEANWHILE, here we have this body known a@e's body, asleep on this bed
and snoring quite loud. The dampness of the oceaffacts its sinuses; and anyhow, it
snores extra loud after drinking. Jim used to kickvake, turn it over on its side,
sometimes get out of bed in a fury and go to sieepe front room.

But is all of George altogether present here?

Up the coast a few miles north, in a lava teefer the cliffs, there are a lot of rock
pools. You can visit them when the tide is out.tEpool is separate and different, and
you can, if you are fanciful, give them names, sasléeorge, Charlotte, Kenny, Mrs.
Strunk. Just as George and the others are thof@igior convenience, as individual
entities, so you may think of a rock pool as antgrnthough, of course, it is not. The
waters of its consciousness—so to speak—are swgmwith hunted anxieties, grim-
jawed greeds, dartingly vivid intuitions, old crysthelled rock-gripping obstinacies,
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deep-down sparkling undiscovered secrets, ominoutegn organisms motioning
mysteriously, perhaps warningly, toward the surlagi®. How can such a variety of
creatures coexist at all? Because they have torddks of the pool hold their world
together. And, throughout the day of the ebb tidey know no other.

But that long day ends at last; yields torttghttime of the flood. And, just as the
waters of the ocean come flooding, darkening dverpbols, so over George and the
others in sleep come the waters of that other eed¢lat consciousness which is no one
in particular but which contains everyone and etreng, past, present and future, and
extends unbroken beyond the uttermost stars. Wesonayy suppose that, in the
darkness of the full flood, some of these creataredifted from their pools to drift far
out over the deep waters. But do they ever brirukbahen the daytime of the ebb
returns, any kind of catch with them? Can theyus]lin any manner, about their
journey? Is there, indeed, anything for them tb-telxcept that the waters of the ocean
are not really other than the waters of the pool?

WITHIN this body on the bed, the great pungrkg on and on, needing no rest. All
over this quietly pulsating vehicle the skeletoevemake their tiny adjust-ments. As for
what goes on topside, they know nothing of thisdarnger signals, false alarms mostly:
red lights flashed from the panicky brain stemtlgwzon-tradicted by green all clears
from the level-headed cortex. But now the contaséson automatic. The cortex is
drowsing; the brain stem registers only an occadinightmare. Everything seems set for
a routine run from here to morning. The odds am@raopusly against any kind of
accident. The safety record of this vehicle is aunding.

Just let us suppose, however.

Let us take the particular instant, years agen George walked into The Starboard
Side and set eyes for the first time on Jim, nodgenobilized and looking stunning
beyond words in his Navy uniform. Let us then siggptihat, at that same instant, deep
down in one of the major branches of George's @moartery, an unimaginably gradual
process began. Somehow—no doctor can tell us gabil—the inner lining begins to
become roughened. And, one by one, on the rougrenéate of the smooth
endothelium, ions of calcium, carried by the bldoslsm, begin to be deposited. . . .
Thus, slowly, invisibly, with the utmost discretiand without the slightest hint to those
old fussers in the brain, an almost indecently sh@matic situation is contrived: the
formation of the atheromatous plaque.

Let us suppose this, merely. (The body orb#ekis still snoring.) This thing is wildly

improbable. You could bet thousands of dollars regjdts happening, tonight or any
night. And yet it could, quite possibly, be abautippen—uwithin the next five minutes.
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Very well—let us suppose that this is the higimd the hour, and the appointed
minute.

Now.

The body on the bed stirs slightly, perhaps;itbdoes not cry out, does not wake. It
shows no outward sign of the instant, annihilashgck. Cortex and brain stem are
murdered in the blackout with the speed of an imdtaangler. Throttled out of its
oxygen, the heart clenches and stops. The lungegg, their power line cut. All over
the body, the arterials contract. Had this blockagiebeen absolute, had the occlusion
occurred in one of the smaller branches of thegrtee skeleton crew could have dealt
with it; they are capable of engineering miractésen time, they could have rigged up
bypasses, channeled out new collateral communitataealed off the damaged area
with a scar. But there is no time at all. Theywithout warning at their posts.

For a few minutes, maybe, life lingers in tissues of some outlying regions of the
body. Then, one by one, the lights go out and tisetetal blackness. And if some part of
the nonentity we called George has indeed beemthbsthis moment of terminal shock,
away out there on the deep waters, then it willrreto find itself homeless. For it can
associate no longer with what lies here, unsnoonghe bed. This is now cousin to the
garbage in the container on the back porch. Bollhhave to be carted away and
disposed of, before too long.
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